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17S5. His father is a butcher; his mother, whose 
maiden name was Neville, is of a respectable Stafford- 
shire family. 

From the years of three till five, Henry learnt to 
read at the school of a Mrs. Garrington ; whose name, 
unimportant as it may appear, is mentioned, because she 
had the good sense to perceive his extraordinary capa- 
city, and spoke of what it prpmised with confidence. 
She was an excellent woman, and he describes her with 
affection in his poem upon Childhood. At a very early 
age his love of reading was decidedly manifested ; it was 
a passion to which every thing else gave way. *' I could 
fancy," says his eldest sister, " I see him in his little chair, 
with a large book upon hb knee, and my mother calling, 
* Henry, my love, come to dinner;' which was repeated 
so oAen without being regarded, that she was obliged to 
change the tone of her voice before she could rouse 
him.'' When he was about seven, he would creep un- 
perceived into the kitchen, to teach the servant to read 
and write ; and he continued this for some time before it 
was.dbcovered that he had been thus laudably employed. 
He wrote a tale of a Swiss emigrant, which was probably 
his first composition, and gave it to this servant, being 
ashamed to show it to his mother. The consciousness of 
genius Js always at first accompanied with this ditfideuce; 
it is a sacred solitary feeling. No forward child, how- 
jever extraordinary the promise of his childhood, ever 
produced any thing truly great. 
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When Henry was about six, lie was placed under the 
Rev. John Blancliard, who kept, at that time; the best 
school in Nottingham. Here he learnt writing, arith-^ 
metic,' and French. When he was about eleven, he one 
day wrote a separate theme for every boy in his class* 
which consisted of about twelve or fourteen. The 
master said he had never known them write so well upon 
any subject before, and could not refrain from expressing 
hb astonishment at the excellence of Henry's. It wa4 
considered as a great thing for him to be at so good a 
school, yet there were some circumstances which rendeC- 
ed it less advantageous to him' than it might 'have been* 
Mrs. White had not yet overcome her husband's inteu* 
tion of breed iug bini up to his own business : and by an 
arrangement which took up too much of his time, and 
wouki have crushed his spirit, if that *' mounting spirit" 
could have been crushed, one whole day in the week, and 
his leisure hours on tfhe others were employed in carry* 
ing the butcher's basket. Some differences at length arose 
between his father and Mr. Blanchard, in consequence of 
which Henry was removed. 

One of the ushers, when he came to receive the money 
due for tuition, took the opportunity of informing Mrs. 
White what an incorrigible son she had, and that*it was 
impossible to make the lad do any thing. This informa- 
tion made his friends very uneasy; they were dispirited 
about him, aud had they relied wholly upon this report, 
the stupidity or malice of this man would have blasted 
Henry's progress for ever. He was, however, placed 
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under'the care of a Mr. Shipley, who iood diMovereet 
that he was a boy of quick perception, and very ad- 
mirable talents ; and came with joy, like a good oaan, 
to relieye the anxiety and pahful suspicions of his family. 



While his school-masters were complaining that they 
eould make nothing of **him, he discovered what Nature 
had made hun, and wrote satires upon them. These 
pieces were never shown to any, except his most particu* 
lar friends, who say that they were pointed and severe. 
Th^ey are enumerated in the table of Contents to one of 
his manuscript volumes, under the title of School-Lam<« 
poous ; but, as was to be expected, he had cut the leaves 
out and destroyed them. 

One of his poems written at this time, and under these 
feelings, is preserved. 



ON BEING CONFINED TO SCHOOL, 

One Pleasant Morning in Spring. 



Written at the age ot'^thirteen. 

THE raorning sim^s encbanting rayft 
Now call forth every songster's pralie) 
Now the lark with upward flight, 
Gayly nsbers iu the light ; 
While wildly warbling from each tree, 
The birds siog songs to liberty. 

But for me no songster sings. 
For me no joyous lark up-spriogs ; 
For I, confln'd in gloomy school. 
Most own the pedant's iron rule, 
And far from sylvan shades and bowers, 
In dnrance vile most pass the hours ; 
There con the scholiast's dreary lines 
Where no bright ray of genios shuies, 
And close to rugged learning cling, 
While kiughs around the jocund spring. 

How gladly would my soul forego 
All that arithmeticians know. 
Or stiff grammarians quaintly teach, 
Or all that industry can reach. 
To taste each mom of all the joys 
That with the laughing sun arise ; j 

And nnconstrain'd to rove along 
The bushy brakes and glens amoitt ; 
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And woo the roiise*^ gentle power, 
In unfrequented rural bower. 
But, ah ! such heav*n-approaching joys 
^1^111 never greet iny longing eyes ; 
Still will they cheat in vision fine, 
Yet never but m fancy shine. 

Oh^ that I were the little wren. 
That sbrilly chirps from yonder glen ! 
Oh, far away I tlien would rove. 
To some secluded bushy grove ; 
There hop and sing with careless glee, 
Hop and sing at liberty ; 
And till death should stop my lays. 
Far from men wonld spend my days. 

About this time his mother was induced, by the ad- 
vice of several friends^ to open a Ladies' Boarding and 
Day School, in Nottingham, her eldest daughter having 
previously b^en a teadier in one for some time. ' In this 
she succeeded beyond her most sanguine expectations, 
and Henry's home comforts were thus materially in- 
creased, though it was still out of the power of his family 
to give him that education, and direction in life, which 
his talents deserved and required. 

It was now determined to breed him up to the hosiery 
trade, the staple manufacture of his native place, and at 
the age of fourteen he was placed in a stocking-loom, 
with tlie view, at some future period, of getting a situation 
in a hosier's warehouse. During the time that he was thus 
employed, be mi^ht be said to be truly unhappy ; he went 
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to his ^vork with evident reluctance, and could not rc-^ 
fraio from sometimes hinting his extreme aversion to it : 
hut the circumstances of his family obliged them to turn 
a /deaf ear *. His mother, however, secretly felt that be 



* His temper and tone of mind at lhi« period, when be was in 
his fourteenth year, are displayed in this extract, from an address 
to Contemplation. 

THEE do I own, the prompter of my joys, 
The soother of my cares, inspiring peace ; 
And I will ne'er forsake thee. — Men may rave. 
And blame and censure me, that I don't tie 
My ev'ry thought down to the desk, and spend 
The morning of my life in adding figures 
With acciutite monotony; that so 
^ The good thmgs of the world may be my lot, 
And I might taste the blessedness of wealth : 
But, Oh I I was not made for money getting; 
For me no much respected plum awaits. 
Nor civic honour, envied— For as still 
I tried to cast with school dexterity 
The interesting sums, my vagrant thou^its 
Would quick revert to many a woodland haunt. 
Which fond remembrance cherish'd, and Uie pen 
Dropt from my senseless fingers as I pictured, 
In my mind's eye, how on the shores of Trent 
I erewhile wander'd with my early friends 
In social intercourse. And tiien I'd tliink 
How contrary pursuits had thrown us wide, 
One from the other, scattered o'er the globe ; 
iThey were set down with sober steadiness, 
Each to his occupation. I alone, 

6 4 
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Wa« worthy of better things ; to her he spoke more 
openly: he could not bear, he said, the fhougbt of 
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A wayward yoath imslec^ hy Fancy's Tagaries, 
Remain'd unsettled, insecure, and veering 
With ev'ry wind to ev*ry point o' th* compass. 
Yes, in the Connthig House I oonld indulge 
In fits of close abstraction; — ^yea, amfd 
The busy bAstling crouds could meditate, 
And send my thoughts ten thousand leagues away 
Beyond the Atlantic, resting on my friend. 
Aye, Contemplatfou, ev*n in earliest youth 
I woo'd thy heavenly influence! J would walk 
A weary way when all my toils were done. 
To lay myself at night in some lone wood. 
And hear the sweet song oi the nightingale. 
Oh, those were thnes of happiness, and still 
To memory doubly dear; fbr growing years 
Had not Aen tan^ roe man was made to mourn ; 
And a short hour of solitary pleasure, 
Stolen from sleep, was ample recompence 
For all the hateful bustles of the day. 
My opening mmd was ductile then, and plastic, 
And soon the marks of care were worn away, 
While I was sway'd by every novel impulse, 
Yielding to all the fencies of the hour. 
But It has now assumed its character, ^- 
Mark'd by strong lineaments, its haug^ity tone. 
Like the firm oak, would sooner break than bend. 
Yet sttll, oh Contemplation! I do love 
To' indulge thy solemn musings ; still the same 
With thee alone I know to melt and weep, ^ 

In thee alone delighting. Why along 
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spetkiing seven years of his liSe in shiniag and folding np 
stockings; he wanted something to eccwpy ida bram, 
and he should be wretched if he continued longer at this 
trade, or indeed in any thing except oite of the learoed 
professions. These frequent complaints, after a yearns 
application, or rather miss^lication (as his brother says) 
at the loom^ convinced her that he- had a mind destined 
for nobler pursuits. To one so situated, and with no- 
thing but his own talents and exertions to depend upon^ 
. the Law seemed to be the only practicable line. His 
affectionate and excellent mothef made every possihiie 
efibrt to efiect hu wishes, his &ther beiag very averse to 
the plan, and at length, after overcoming a variety of 
obstacles, be was fix«d in the office of Messrs. Coldham 
and Enfield, attomies and town^ckAs of Nottingfaam. 
As no premium could be given with him, he was engaged 
to serve two years before he was articled, ^o that tfaou^i 
he entered this office when he was fifleeo, he was not ar- 
ticled till the commencement of the year 1802. 

On his thus entering the law, it was recommended to 

•« 

1. " ' • I ; ' . ' ■ ■' ■ I ■ ■' ; .;.■ : : j,",' .. ' ','■■•». "'■:■■■■■ .» — a 

The dusky tract of commerce shoidct I toil, 
When with an. easy .competence content, 
Icanalonet>eha)ppy; wherewith thee 
I may enjoy the loveliness of nature, 
And loose the wings of Fancy ! — ^Thns alone 
Can I partake of happiness on Earth, 
And to be happy here is man's chief end. 
For to be happy he must needs be good. 
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faitn by his employers, that be should endeavour to ob>> 
tain sotn^ knowledge of Latin. He had now only the 
little time which an attorney's office, in very extensive 
practice, afforded ; but great tbmgs may be done in 
" those hours of leisure which even the busiest may 
create*/' and to his ardent mind no obstacles were too , 
discouraging. He received some instruction in the first 
rudiments of this language, from a person who then re^ 
sided at Nottingham under a feigned name, but was soon 
obliged to leave it, to elude the search of government, , 
who were then seeking to secure bini. Henry discovered 
him to be Mr. Cormick, from a print affixed to a conr 
tinuation of Hume and SmoIIet, and published, with 
their histories, by Cooke. He is, I believe, tlie same 
person who wrote a life of Burke. If he received any 
other assistance it was very trifling ; yet, in the course of 
ten months, he enabled himself to read Horace with 
tolerable facility, and had made some progress in Greek, 
which indeed he began first. He used to exercise himr 
self in declining the Greek nouns and verbs, as he was 
going to and from the office, so valuable was time be- 
come to him. From this time he contracted a habit of 
employing his mind in study during hb walks, which he 
continued to the end of his life. 

He now became almost estranged from his family ; 
even at his meals he would be reading, and bis evenings 



* Tanier*s Preface ts the History ^i die Aoglo-Saxoiw. 
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were entirely devoted to intellectual im[>roveiiietit H^ 
liad a little room given biin, ^vhicb was called his study; 
■and here his milk supper was taken up tobim/ (6r to 
avmd any Ipss of time, he refused to sup with bis femtly^ 
ithottgh earnestly intreated so to do, as bis mother already 
began to dread the effects of thb severe atid udremit- 
4ing application. The law was his first pursuit, to wfaich^ 
his papers show he had applied himself wRh stick 
industry, as to make it wonderful that he could ht^^t 
:found time, busied as his days were, for any thing else. 
Greek and Latin were the next objects ; at the same time 
be made himself a tolerable Italian scholar, and acquired 
some knowledge both of the Spanish and Portuguese. 
His medical friends say that the knowledge he liad ob* 
tained of chembtry was very respectable. Astronomy 
and electricity were among his studies ; some attention he 
paid to drawing, in which it is probable he would lia^ 
excelled. He was passionately fond of music, and could 
play very pleasingly by ear on the pian<y-forte, com|)osing 
the bass to the air he was playing ; but this propensity 
he checked, lest it might interfere with more importaut 
objects. He bad a turn for mechanics, and all the fit- 
tings up of his study were the work of his own hands. 

At a very early age, indeed soon after he was taken 
from school, Henry was ambitious of being admitted a 
member of a Literary Society, then existing in Notting- 
ham, but wasobje?ct€d to on account of his youth; after 
repeated atte4iipts, and repeated failures, he succeeded m 
his wish, througb the exertions of some of his friends, and 
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was elected. In a ^ry short time, to the great surprise 
of the Society, he proposed to give them a Lecture, and 
they, probably from curiosity, acceded to the proposaL 
The next evening tiiey assembled, he lectured upon 
Genius, and spoke extempore for above two hours, in 
such a manner, that he received the unanimous thanks of 
the Society, and they elected this young Roscins of orar 
tory their Professor of Literature, There are certain 
courts at Nottingham, in which it is necessary for an at- 
torney to plead ; and he wished to qualify himself for an 
eloquent q)eaker, as well as a sound lawyer. 

With the profession in which he was placed, he was 
wcU pleased, and sufiSered no pursuit, numerous as his pur- 
suits were, to interfere in the slightest deg^ with iti 
duties. Yet he soon began to have higher aspirations^ 
and to cast a wistful eye toward the universities with 
little hope of ever attaining ^eir important advantages, 
yet probably not without some hope, however faint. 
There was at this time a magazine in publication, called 
the Monthly Preceptor, which prc^ptosed prize themes for 
boys and girls to write upon ; and which was encouraged 
by many schoolmasters, some of whom, for their own 
credit,- and that of the important institutions in which 
they were placed, should have known better than to en- 
courage it. But in schools, and in all practical systems of 
education, emulation is made the main sprii^ as if there 
were not enough of the leaven of disquietude in our 
natures, without inoculating it with this dilutement — ^this 
vaecime tnnu of envy. True it is that we need eneoo* 
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r^ment in youth ; that though oor vices sprmg up and 
thrive in shade and darkness, like poisonous ftingi, oor 
belter powers require light and air : and that praise m 
the sunshine, without which genius will wither, iade^ and 
di^ or rather in search of which, like a plant that is de* 
barred from it, will push forth in contortions and defor- 
mity. But such practices as that of writing for public 
prizes, of publicly declaiming, and of enacting plays before 
the neighbouring gentry, teach boys to look for applause 
instead of being satisfied with approbation, and foster in 
them that vanity which needs no such cherishing. This 
is administering stimulants to the heart, instead <of 
** feeding it with food convenient for it ;" and the efiect 
of such stimulants is to dwarf the human mind, as lap-dogs 
are said to be stopt in their growth, by being dosed with 
gin. Thusforced, it becomes like the sapling which shoots 
up when it should be striking its roots far and deep, and 
which therefore never attains to more than a sapling^s 
size* 

To Henry, however, the opportunity of distinguishing 
himself, even in the Juvenile Library, was useful ; if he 
had acted with a man's foresight, he could not have done 
more wisely than by aiming at every distinction within 
his little sphere. At the age of fifteen, he gained a silver 
medal for a translation from Horace; and the following 
year a pair of twelve inch globes, for an imaginary Tour 
from .London to Edinburgh. He determined upon 
trymg for this prize one evening when at tea with his 
family, and at supper he read to them his performance. 



to U'hkh seven pages Were granted in the magazine; 
though they had limited the allowance of room to three. 
Shortly afterwards he won several books for exercises on 
di£^rent subjects. Such honours were of great import- 
ance to him ; they were testimonies of his ability, which 
could not be suspected of partiality, and they prepared 
his father to regard .with less reluctance that change in 
his views and wishes which afterwards took place. 

He now became a correspondent in the Monthly 
Mirror, a magazine which first set the example of typo* 
graphical neatness iir periodical publications, which has 
given the world a good series of portraits, and which 
deserves praise also on other accounts, having among its 
contributors some persons o( extennve erudition, and ac- 
knowledged talents. Magiizines are of greUt service to 
those who are learning to- write ; they are fishing boats, 
which the Buccaneers of Literature do not condescend to 
sink, burn, and destroy; young poets may safely try their 
strength in them, and that they should try their strength 
before the public, without danger of any shame from 
failure, is highly defiir^ble. Henry's rapid improvement' 
was now as remarkable as his unwearied industiy*. The 
pieces which had been rewarded in the Juvenile Preceptor, 
might have been rivalled by many boys ; but what he 
produced a year afterwards, few men could equal. 
Those which appeared in the Monthly Mirror attracted 
some notice, and introduced him to the acquaintance of 
Mr. Capel,Loft\, and of Mr. Hill, the proprietor of the 
work, a gentleman who is himself a lover of English 
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literature^ and wlio has probably the most copious coU 
lection of English poetry in existence. ' Their encourage- 
ment induced him, about the close of the jear 1802, to* 
pr^re a little volume of poems for the press. It was 
his hope that this publication might either, by the success 
of its sale, or the notice which it might excite, enable 
him to prosecute his studies at college, and fit himself for 
the Church. For though so far was he from feeling any 
dbhke to his oWn profession, that he was even attached 
to it, and had indulged a hope that one day or other he 
should make hb way to the Bar : a deafiiess, to which he 
had always been subject, and which appeared to grow 
progressively worse, threatened to preclude all possibility 
of advancement; and his opinions, which had at onetime 
inclined to deism, had now taken a strong devotional 
bias. 

Henry was earnestly advised to obtain, if possible, 
some patroness for his book, whose rank in life, and no- 
toriety in the literary world, miglit afford it some pro- 
tection.. The days of dedications are ha])p}ly wejl nigh at 
an end ; but this was of importance to him, as giving hb 
little volume consequence in the eyes of his friends and 
townsmen. The Countess of Derby was first applied to, 
and the manuscript submitted to her perusal. She returned 
it with a refusal, upon the ground that it was an invariable 
rule with her never to accept a compliment of the kind : 
but thb refusal was couched in language as kmd jas it 
was complimentary, and he felt more pleasure at the 
kmduess which it expressed, than disappointment at the 
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failure of bis appUcatioo : a 2l. note was inclosed as her 
subscription to the work. Tbe Margravine of Anspach wai 
also thought of. There is among bis papers tbe draugbl 
of a letter addressed to her upon the subject, but I be- 
Ueve it was never sent. He was then recommended to 
apply to tbe Dutchess of Devonshire* Poor Henry felt 
a fit repugnance at courting patronage in this way, but 
be felt that it was of consequence in his little world, and 
submitted ; and the manuscript was lef^, with a letter^, at 
Devonshire House, as it had been with the Countess ai 
Derby. Some time elapsed, and no answer arriYed from 
her Grace ; and as she was known to be pestered with 
such applications, apprehensions began to he entertained 
for the safety of the papers. His brother Neville (who 
Was now settled in London), csllled several times ; of 
course he never obtained an interview ; the case at last 
became desperate, anc) he went with a determination not 
to quit the house till he hud obtained them. After wait- 
ing four hours in the servant's hall, his perseverance con- 
quered their idle ioiolence, and he got possession of the 
manuscript. And here he, as well as his. brother, sick of 
** dancing attendtlnce'* upop the great, would have relin- 
quished all thoughts of tUf dedication; but they were 
urged to make one. more trial; — a letter to her Grace 
was procured, with which Neville obtained audiei|cf» 
wisely leaving the manuscript at home ; and the Dutchess, 
with her usual good nature, gave permisfi>ion that the 
volume should be dedicated to her. Accordingly her 
name appeared in the title page, and a copy was trans- 
mitted to her in due forui,- and in its du^ Morocco 
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Iivery» of which no DoUce was ever taken. Involved as 
she was in an endless round of miserable follies, it is pro* 
bable that she never opened the book; otherwise her 
heart was good enough to have felt a pleasure in en- 
couraging the author. Oh, what a lesson would the his« 
tory of that heart hold out ! 

Henry sent his little voluine to eacH of the then exi$tiQg 
Reviews, and accompanied it with a letter, wherein he 
stated what his disadvantages bad been, and what were the 
hopes which he proposed to himself from the publication: 
requesting from them that indulgence of which his pro* 
ductions did not stand in need, and whicb it might have 
been thought, under such circumstances, would not have 
been withheld from works of less promise. It may be 
well conceived with what anxiety he looked for their 
opinions, and with what feelings he read the following 
{article in the Monthly Review for February, 1804. 

Monthly Bmew^ Fdmtaryy ld04. 
*^ The drcnmstaiices under which this little voluine is offered to 
the public, must, in some measure, disarm criticism. We have 
been informed that Mr. White has scarcely attained his eighteenth 
year, has hitherto exerted himself in the pursuit of knowledge 
imder the discours^ments of penary and misfortune, and now 
hopes, by this eariy authorship^ to obtain some assistance in the 
prosecution of his studies at Cambridge. He appears, indeed, to 
be one of those young men of talents and application who merit 
encouragement; and it would be gratifyiug to us, to hear that this 
publication had obtained for him a respectable patron, for we fear 
that the mere profit arising from the sale cannot be, in any mea- 
snre, adequate to his exigencies as a student at the universily. 

VOL, I. C 
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A gabscripticMi, with a stil^temeDt of the pafticnlan of tb« anfhor's 
case, might have beea calculated to have answered his purpose ; 
hutf as aJ)ook which is to *^ win its way'' on the sole ground of its 
own merit, this poem cannot be contemplated witli any sanguine , 
expectation. The author is very anxious, however, that critics 
should find in it something to commend, and he shall not be dis- 
appointed; we commend bis exertions, and his laudable endea- 
Tours to excel; but we cannot compliment him with having learn* 
ed the diffictilt art of writing good poetry. 
I 
Such lines as these will sufficiently prove otur assertion: 

" Here wduld I run, a visionary B«y, 
When the hoarse thunder shook the vaulted SSfcy, 
And, fancy led, beheld the Ahnigbty's fbrm. 
Sternly cwreeting in the eddying storm.** 

If Mr. White should be instructed by Alma-mater^ he vrill, 
doubtless, produce better sense, and better rhymes.** 

I know not who was the writer of this {Precious article. 
It is pertain that Henry could have no personal enemy ; 
his volume fell into the hands of some dull man, who 
took it up in an hour of ill humour, turned over the leaves 
to look for faults, and finding that Boy and Sh^ were 
not orthodox rhymes, according to his wise creed of cri- 
ticism» sate down to blast the hopes of a boy, who had 
confessed to hhn all his hopes and all his difficulties, and 
thrown himself upon his mercy. With such a letter be- 
fore him, (by mere accident I saw that which had been 
sent to the Critical Review), even though the poems had 
been bad, a good man would not have said so; be 
would have avoided censure if he had found it impossible 
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to bestow praise. But that the reader may perceive the 
wicked injustice, as well as the cruelty of this reviewal, a 
few specimens of the volume^ thus contemptuously con- 
demned because Boy and Sky are used as rhymes in it> 
shall l>e inserted in this place* 



TO THE HERS ROSEMARY*. 



1. 

SWEET scented Aower! who art w«Dt to bloott 

On Jaonary^s front severe: 

And o*er the wintery desert drear 
To wafl thy waste perfume ! 
Come, tbou shalt fcntn my nosegay now, 
And I win bind tbee ronnd my brow, 

And as I twine the moamfal wreatli, 
111 weave a melancholy song, 
And sweet the strain shall be, and long, 

The melo(fy of death. 

Come funeral flow'r! who lov*st to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb, 
And throw across the desert gloom 
A sweet decaying smelL 



* The Rosemary bnds in Jannary — It is the flower commonly put 

in the cofiins of tlie dead. 

C 2 
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Come press my lips, and lie with me 
Beneath the lowly Alder tree, 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleqpy 
And not a care shall dare intrude 
To break the marble sotitude. 
So peaceful, and so deep. 

3. 

And hark! the wind-god as he flies, 

Moans hollow in the Forest-trees, 

And .sailing on the gusty breeze 
Mysterious music dies. 
Sweet flower, that requiem wild is mine. 
It warns me to the lonely shrink, 
The cold turf altar of the dead ; 

My grave shall be in yon lone spot, 

Where as I lie by all forgot, 
A dyiiig fragrance thou wilt o*er my ashes shad. 



\ 



21 



TO THE MORNINGi 

Written during lUneta. 

BEAMS of the day-break fidnt! Iluul 
Your dabidus Ikaes, ai on the robe 
Of Dight, which wraps the dambering globe^ 

I mark your traces pale. 
Tired with the taper's sickly light. 
And with the weaiying, numbered taight, 
I hail the streaks of mom divfaie: 
And lo! they break between the dewy wreathes 

That round my rural casement twine; 
The fresh gale o'er t^e green lawn breathes. 
It fans my feverish brow, — it calms the mental strife. 
And cheerily re>illumes the lambent flame of life. 



The Lark has her gay song begun. 

She leaves her grassy nest. 
And soars 'till the vmiaen mm 

Gleams on her speckled breast 
Now, let me leave my restless bed. 
And o'er the spangled uplands tread. 

Now thro* the custom'd wood-walk wend; 
By many a green lane lies my way, 

IVhere high o'er head the wild briers bend, 

'Till on the Mountain's summit grey, 
I sit uie down, and mark the glorious dawn of day. 



Oh Heaven ! the soft refreshing gale 
It breathes into my breast, 

My sunk eye gleams, my cheek so pale 
Is with new colours drest. 

C3 



Blythe Health! thou soul of life and eaae! 
Come thou too, on the balmy breeze, 

Invigorate my frame: 
I'll join, with thee, the buskin'd chace. 
With thee the distant clime will trace. 

Beyond those clouda of flame. 



Above, below, what cliarms unfold 

In all the varied view; 
Before me all is biirnish'd gold. 

Behind the twilight's hue. 
The mists which on old Night await. 
Far to the West, they hold their state. 

They shun the clear, blue face of Mom; 

Along the fine cerulean sky 

The fleecy clouds successive fly. 
While bright prismatic beams their shadowy folds adonis 



And hark! the Thatcher has began 

His whistle on the eaves, 
And oft the Hedger's Bill is heard 

Among the rustling leaves. -^ 
Tho slow team creaks upon the road, 
The noby wtiip resounds. 
The driver's voice, his carol blythe. 
The Mower's stroke, his whetting scythe^ 

Mix with the morning's sounds. 



Who would not rather take his seat, 
Beneath these clumps of trees, 

The early dawn of day to greet. 
And catch the healthy breeze^ 
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Than on the silken couch of sloth^ 

liuxurioostolie; 
Who would not from life's dreary waste» 
Snatch when he could, with ea^^er haste. 

An interval of joy! 



To him, who simply thus recounts 

The morning's pleasures o*er, 
Fate dooms, ere long, the scene must clos^ 

To ope on him no more. 
Yet Morning! unrepming still 

He'll greet thy beams awhUe, 
^ Andy surely thou, when o'er his ^ve 
Solemn the whisp'ring willows wave, 

Wilt sweetly on him smile. 
And the pale Glow-worm's pensive light, 
WiU guide his ghostly walks in the drear moonless night. 

An author is proof against reviewing^ when, like my- 
self, he has been reviewed above seventy times; but the 
opinion of a reviewer upon his first publication, has more 
effect, both upon his feelibgs. and his success, than it 
ought to have, or would have, if the mystery of the mt- 
gentle craft were more generally understood. Henry 
wrote to the Editor, to complain of the cruelty with which 
he had been treated. This remonstrance produced the 
following answer in the next month. 

Mimihly Review, Mgrchy 1804. 

ADDRESS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

'' In the course of our long critical labours, we have necessarily 
been forced to encounter the resentment, or withstand the lamen- 

C 4 
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tatioiis of mtaaj disappoiiited authors: bat W6 have seldom, if 
efer, been more affected than by a letter from BIr. WfaHe of Not- 
i^rffftnp, oomphdniiig of the tendency of omr strictores on hia 
poem of Clifton Grove, in oor last nnmber. His expoStnlatioo is 
written with a warmth of feeling in which we tmly sympathize, 
and which ^hall reacGlf excuse, with ns, some expressions of irri- 
tation: bnt Mr. White most receive onr most serions dedaration, 
tint we did ^ jadge of the book by the book itself f^ excepting 
cplyy that from his former letter, we were desvoos of nutigathig 
Ae pain of that decision which our public duty required ns to pro- 
nounce. We spoke with the uunost sincerity, when we stated 
oor wiriies for patronage to an unfiieoded man of talents, fta 
talents BIr. White certainly possesses, and we repeat those wishes 
with eqnal cordiality. Let hun still trust, that, like MV. Gifiard, 
(see Pre&ce to his Transbtion of Juvenal), some BIr. Cookedey 
may yet appear, to foster a capacity which endeavours to escape 
firom its present confined sphere of action ; and let the opulent in- 
habitants of Nottingham reflect, that some portion of that wealth 
which they have worthily acquired by the habits of industry, will 
be landably applied in assisting the efforts of mind." 

Henry was doI aware that levieweis are infallible. 
His letter seems to hare been answered by a different 
writer; die answer has none of the common-place and 
vulgar insolence of the criticism; but to have made any 
concession would have beeo admitting that a review can 
do wrong, and thus violating the fundamental imncipk 
of its constitution* 

The 'poems which had been thus condemned, appeared 
to me to discover strong marks of genius. I had shewn 
them to two of my friends, than whom no persons living 
better 'Understand what poetry is, nor have given better 
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proofs of it; and their opinion ccnncided with my oi|m* 
I was fully convinced of the injustice of this criticism* and 
having accidentally seen the letter which he had written 
to the reviewers, understood the whole cruelty of their in- 
justice. In consequence of this I wrote to Henry, to 
encourage him: told him that though I was well aware 
bow imprudent it was in young poets to public their 
productions, his circumstances seemed to render that 
expedient, from which it would otherwise be right to 
dissuade him, advised him therefere, if he had no better 
prospects* to print a larger volume by subscription, and 
ofifered to do what little was in my power to serve him 
in the business. To this he replied in the following 
letter: ' 



** I dare not say all I fed respecting your opinion of my little 
Totame. The extreme acrimooy With whidi the Monthly Review 
(of all others the most important), treated me, threw me into a 
state of stupefaction; I regarded all that bad passed as a dream, 
and thought I had been deluding myself into an idea of possessing 
poetic Genius, when in fact I had only the longhig, without the 
ejftatus. I mustered resohitioa enough, however, to write 
qiNritedly to them: their answer, hi the ensoing mmiber, was a 
tacit acknowledgment that tliey had been somewhat too unsparing 
In tlieir correction. It was a poor attempt to salve over a wound 
\vantOnly and most ui^;eneraiidy inflicted. Still I was damped, 
because 1 knew the work was very respectable, and tberefore 
Cdidd not, I concluded, give a criticism grossly deficient in equity 
Ti^he mere especially, as I knew of no sort of inducement to ex- 
severity. Your letter^ heWever, has revived me, and 
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I do again ▼etttore to hope that Inaf MttprodieeioBiMkhii 
which will MinHhre me* 

^ With regard to your advice and offers of assistance; I will not 
fittempt, because I am mmble, to thank yon ibr tliero. To-morrow 
momfaig I depart for Cambridge^ and I have considerable hopea 
that, as I do not enter into the nniversity with any sinister or in- 
terested views, but sincerely desire to perform the duties of an a^ 
fectionate and vigilant pastor, and become more useful to man- 
kind, I therefore have hopes, I say, that I shall find means of siq^ 
port III the University, If I do not, I shall certainly act in pur- 
aoanee of your recommendations: and shall, without hesitation, 
avail myself of your offers of service, and of your directions. 

** In a short tune, this will be determmed ; and when It ii, I 
Ihall take the liberty of writing to you at Keswick, to make yo« 
acquainted with the result. 

** I have only one objection to publishing by subscription, and 
I confess it has weight with me.—It is, that in this step, I shall 
seem to be acting upon the advice, so unfeelingly and contipne- 
liously given by the Monthly Reviewers, who say what is equal to 
this — that bad I gotten a subscription for my poems, before their 
merit was known, I might have succeeded : provided, it seemsi 
t had made a particular statement of my case; like a beggar, who 
stands with his hat in one band, and a full account of his cruel treats 
Hient on the coast of Barbary, in the other, and so gives you his 
penny sheet for your sixpence, by way of half-purehase, half- 
charity. 

*' I have materials for another volume, but they were written 
principally while Clifton Grove was in the press, ouK>on after, and 
do not now at all satisfy me. Indeed, of late, I have been obliged 
to desist, almost entirely, from convene with the dames of Helicon. 
The dmdgeiy of an attorney's office^ and the necessity of prepar* 
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iai^mpi^ k case Ifihoiild ancceed in gettiiig to GoUege, in wImI 
little leisure I could boast^ left no room for the flights of the ioiA- 
gination.'* 

In another letter he speaks, in still stronger terms, of 
what he had suffered from the unfeeling and iniquitous 
criticism. 

" *^ The nniavoiirable review (iu the ^ Monthly**) of my unhappy 
work, has cut deeper than yon could have thought; not in a liter- 
ary point of view, bnt as it affects my respectability. It rqpra* 
sents me actually as a beggar, going about gathering money to pot 
myself at college, when my book is worthless; and this, with every 
appearance of candour. They have been sadly misinformed re- 
specting me: this review goes before me wherever I turn my 
steps; it haunts me incessantly, and I am persuaded it is an in* 
stmment in the hands of Satan to drive me to distraction. I must 
leave Nottingham.*' 

* 
It is not unworthy of remark, that this very reviewal, 

which was designed to crush the hopes of Henry, and 
suppress his struggling^ genius, has been in its cotise- 
quences, the main occasion of bringing his Remains to 
light, and obtaining for him that fame which assuredly 
will be his portion. Had it not been for the indignation 
which I felt at perusing a criticism at once so cruel and 
so stupid, the little intercourse between Henry and 'my- 
self would not have taken place; his papers would pro* 
bably have remained in oblivion, and his name, in a few 
years, have been foi^oUen. 

I have stated tliat bis opinions were, at one time, in<f 
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clifiiDg towards deism; it needs not be said on what 
slight grounds the opinions of a youth must meeds be 
founded : while they are confined to matters of specula- 
tion, they indicate, whatever theur eccentricities, only an 
active mind; and it is only when a propensity is mani- 
fested to such principles as give a sanction to immorality, 
that they show something wrong at heart. One little 
poem of Henry's remains, which was written in this un- 
settled state of mi^d. It exhibits much of his character, 
and can excite no feelings towards him, but such as are 
favourable. 

MY OWN CHARACTER. 

Addtmed (during iUneu) to a iMdy. 

DEAR Fanny, I mean, now Vm laid on the shelf^ 
To give yoo a sketch — aye, a sketch of myself. 
'TIS a pitiful subject, I frankly confess, 
And one it would puzzle a painter to dress; 
But however, here goes, and as sure as a gun, 
1*11 tell all my faults like a penitent nun ; 
For I know, for my Fanny, before I address her, 
She wont be a cynical fiither confessor. 
Come, come, 'twill not do! put that curling brow down, 
Yon can*t, for the soul of you, learn how to frown. 
Well, first I premise, its my honest conviction, 
That my breast is a chaos of all contradiction; 
Religions — Deistic — now loyal and warm; 
Then a dagger-drawn Democrat hot for reform; 
. Tliu moment a fop—^Aa#, sententious as Titus; 
Democritus now, and anon Heraclitus; 
Now laughing and pleas*d, like a child with a rattle; 
Then vex'd to the soul with unpertinent tattle^ 
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Kow moody and sad, now Hnthiuking and gay. 
To all points of the compaas I veer in a day. 

Pin prond and ifisdainlbl to Fortune's gay child. 
Bat to poverty^ oApiing sabmtssive and mild; 
As rode as a Boor, and as rough in dispute; 
Tbenaslbr politeness— oh! dear — ^I'mabrutef 
I shew no respect where I never can feel it ; 
And as for contempt, take no pains to conceal it 
And so in the suite, by these laudable endsi 
Fve a great many foes^ and a veiy few friends. — 

And yet, my dear Fanny, there are who can feel 
That this proud heart of mine is not foshion'd of steel. 
It can love, (can it not?)^t can hate, I am sure; 
And its friendly enough, tho* in friends it be poor. 
For itself tho* it bleed not, for others it bleeds ; 
If it have not rt/»e virtues, I'm sure it*s the je€d«; 
And tho' iar from faultless, or even so-so, 
I think it may pass, as our worldly things go. 

Wdly rve told you my frailties without any gloss ; 

Then as to my virtues, I'm quite at a loss ! 

I think I'm devout, and yet I can't say. 

But in process of time I may get the wrong way. 

I'm a^ena^a/ later ^ if that's commendation. 

And yet can't withstand, ymt kntuvo whose fascination. 

But I ^x^ that amidst all my tricks and devices, 

In fishing for virtues, I'm pulling up vices ; 

So as for the goody why if I possess it, 

I am not yet learned enough to express it. 

You yourself must examine the lovelier side. 
And after your every art yon have tried. 
Whatever my faults, I may yenture to say 
Hypocrisy never will come iu your way. 
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1 am ttpr^t ^ hope; I aUB downright, Tm tiki ; 
And I iSaAtk my wont foe most aBow Vm sincere. 
And if ever sincerity glow'd in my breast^ 
*11s now when I swea r ♦ • 

About this time Mr. Pigott, the curate of St. Mary's 
Nottingham, hearing what was the bent of his religious 
opinioDS, sent him, by a friend, Scott's Force of Truth, 
and requested him to peruse it attentively, which he pro« 
nused to do. Having looked at the book, he told the 
person who brought it to him, that he could soon write 
an answer to it; but about a forlnijiht afterwards, when 
this friend enquired how far he had proceeded in his an- 
swer fb Mr. Scott, Henry's reply was in a very different 
tone and temper. He said, that to answer that book was 
out of his power, and out of any man's, for it was 
founded upon eternal truth; that it had convinced him 
of hb error; and that so thoroughly was he impressed 
vnih a sense of the importance of his maker's favour, that 
he would willingly give up all acquisitions of knowledge, 
and all hopes of fame, and live in a wilderness, unkitown, 
till death, so he could insure an inheritance in heaven. 

A new pursuit was thus opened to him, and he en- 
gaged in it with hb wonted ardour. ** It was a constant 
feature in hb mind," says Mr. Pigott, *' to persevere in the 
pursuit of what he deemed noble and important Re- 
ligion^ in which he now appeared to himself not yet to 
have taken a step, engaged all hb anxiety, as of all con- 
cerns the most important. He could not rest satbfied 
till he had formed his principles upon the basis of chris- 
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tianlty, and tOI he had begpun in earnest to tbidc osd ad 
agreeably to its pure and hearenly precepts. His inind 
loved to make distant excursions into the future and 
remote consequences of things. He no longer limited his 
Tiews to the narrow confines of earthly existence; he was 
not happy till he had learnt to rest and expatiate in a 
world to come. What he said to me when we became 
intimate^ is worUiy of observation: that» he said, whidi 
first made him dissatisfied with the creed he had adopted^ 
and the standard of practice which he had set up forhim* 
sd^ was the purity of mmd which he perceived was 
every where inculcated in the Holy Scriptures, and re- 
quired of "evei^ one who would become a successful can* 
didate ibr fiitnre blessedness. Me had supposed that 
morality of conduct was all the purity required; but 
when he observed that purity of the very thoughts and 
imlUntUna of the soul also, was requisite, he was con* 
vinoed of his deficiencies, and could find no comfort to 
his penitence, but in the atonement made for human 
fraSty by the Redeemer of mankind, ^d no strength 
adequate to his weakness, and sufficient for resisting ev9, 
but the aid of Grod's spirit, promised to those who seek 
them from above in the sincerity of earnest prayer/' 

From the moment when he had fully contracted tliese 
qmon^ he was resolved upon devoting his life to the 
pronmlgation of them; and therefore to leave the Law, 
and, if posnble, place himself at one of the Universities. 
Every argamenl was used by his friends to dissuade him 



\ 



32 

from his porpose, but to no efl^t; his mind was uiu^ter- 
ably fixed; and great aad numerous as the : obstacles 
were^ he was determined to surmount them all. , He liad 
now served the better half of the term for which he was 
articled ; bis entrance and continuance in the profession 
had be^;<a great expence to hb family; and to give up 
this lucrttiyr profession, in the study of which he had 
Advanced so far, and situated as he .was, for one wherein 
there was so little prospect of his obtaining even a decent 
competency, appeared to them the height of folly or of 
madness. This determination cost hb poor mother many 
tears, but determined he was, and that by the best and 
purest motives. Without ambition he could not have 
existed, but hb ambition now was to be eminent^, useful 
in the minbtry. 

. » 

It was Heniy's fortune, through his short, hfe, as he 
was worthy of the kindest treatment, always to find it* 
His employers, Mr. Coldham and Mr. Enfield, Ibtened 
with a friendly ear to his plans, and agreed to give up 
the remainder of hb time, though it was noW' become 
very valuable to them, as soon as they should think his 
prospects of getting through the University were such as 
he might reasonably trust to; but till then, they felt 
themselves bound, for hb own sake, to detain him. Mr. 
Pigott, and - Mr. Dashwood, another clergyman, who at 
that time resided in Nottingham, exerted themselves ia 
his favour: he had a friend at Queen's College, Gam* 
bHdge, who mentioned him to one of the Fellows of St* 
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JoWs, tmcl that gentleman, on tbe representations made 
10 bun of Henry's talents and piety, spared no effort to 
)>l^in for bim an adequate support. 

- As soon as these hopes were held out to him, his em** 
ployers gave him a month's leave of zbtmott for the 
l»enefit of uninterrupted study, and of dpitge of atf^ 
wiiieh his health now begaxk to require, i Instead of going 
to' ^ sea coast, as was expected, he chose for his re<- 
Ireat the village of Wilford, which is situated on the 
banks of the Trent, and at the foot of Clifton Woods. 
These woods had ever been his favourite place of resort, 
and were the subject of the longest poem in his little vo- 
lume, from which, indeed, the volume was named. He 
delighted to point out to his more intimate friends tha 
scenery of ihis poem ; the islet to which he had of^en 
forded when the river was not knee deep; and the little 
hut wherein he had sate for hours, and sometimes all day 
iong, reading, or writing, or dreaming with his eyes oped. 
He bad sometimes wandered in -these woods till night 

« 

far advanced, and used to speak with pleasure of having 
01^06 been overtaken there by a thunder storm, at mid- 
aight) and watching the lightning over the river and the 
.^ale towards the town. 

In this village his mother procured lodgings for him, 
«nd his place of retreat was kept secret, except from his 
nearest friends. Soon after the expiration of the month, 
iiltelligence arrived that the plans which had been formed 
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in his behalf had entirely failed. He went immediately 
to his mother : " all my hopes," said he, " of getting to 
the University are now blasted : in preparing myself for 
it, I have lost time in my profession; I have much 
ground to get up, and as I am determined not to be a 
mediocre attorney, I must endeavour to recover what I 
have lost." The consequence was, that he applied him- 
self more severely than ever to his studies. He now al- 
lowed himself no time for relaxation, little for his meals, 
and scarcely any for sleep. He would read till one, two> 
three o'clock in the morning; then throw himself on the 
bed, and rise again to his work at five, at the call of a 
jAtrum, which he had fixed to a Dutch clock in his 
chamber. Many nights he never laid down at all. It 
was in vain that his mother used every possible means to 
dissuade him from this destructive application. In this 
respect, and in this only ^ one was Henry undutiful, and 
neither commands, nor tears; nor intreaties could check 
bis desperate and deadly ardour. At one time she went 
every night into his room, to put out his caudle ; as soon 
as he heard her coming up stairs, he used to hide it in a 
cupboard, throw himself into bed, and affect sleep while 
she was in the room ; then when all was quiet, rise again, 
and pursue his baneful studies. 

** The night," says Henry, in one of his letters, " has 
been every thing to me : and did the world know how I 
have been indebted to the hours of repose, they would 
not wonder that night-images are, as they judge, so ridi- 
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culously predoininant Iq my verses/' Duriug some of 
these midnight hours he indulged himself in complaining, 
but in such complaints that it is to be wished more of 
them had been found among his papers. 



•» 



f 



ODE 



ON DISAPPOINTMENT. 



1. 

COME, Disappointment, come! 

Not in thy terrors clad ; 
Come in tby meekest^ saddest guise ; 
Thy chastening rod but terrifies 
The restless and the bad. 
But I recline 
Beneath thy shrine> 
And round my brow resigned, tliy peaceful cypress twine. 



2. 

Tho* Fancy flies away 

Before thy hollow tread. 
Yet Meditation in her cell, 
Hears with faint eye, the Iing*ring knell, 
That tells her hopes sire dead ; 
And tho' the ,tear 
By chance appear, 
Y«t the can smile and say, my all was not laid here. 

D 2 
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3. 

Coi^e, Disappointment, come! 

llio' from hope's summit hurrU, 
Still, rigid Nnrse, thou art forgiven, 
For thou severe wert sent from heaveni 
To weau me from the world ; 
To turn my eye 
From vanity, 
And point to scenes of bliss that never, never die. 



4. 

What is this passing scene ? 
A peevish April day ! 

4 

A little sun — a little rain. 
And then night sweeps along the plain, 
And all things fade away. 
Man (soon discussed) 
Yields up his trust. 
And all bis hopes and fears lie with him in the dust* 



5. 

Oh, what Is Beanty's power ? 

It flourishes and dies ; 
Will the cold earth its silence break. 
To tell how soft, how smooth a cheek. 
Beneath its suHbcc lies ? 
Mute, mnte is all 
O'er beauty's fall, 
n«r'praiit resonnds no more when mantled m her pall. 
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6. 

Tbe most beloVd on eartfa. 

Not long survive!) to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete, 
And yet *twas sweet, 'twas passing sweety 
But now 'tis gone away. 
Thus does the shade. 
In memoty fiide, 
M^en in forsaken tomb the form belov'd is bdd. 



7. 

Then since this world is vain, 

And volatile and fleet, 
Why should I lay up earthly joys, 
Where rust con*upts and raotli destroys, 
And cares and sorrows eat ! 
Why fly from i|l, 
With anxious skill. 
When soon this hand wiU freese, this throbbing htart be stilL 



8. 

Come, Disappointment, come! 

Thou art not stem to me ; 
Sad Moui tress ! I owii thy sway, 
A votary sad in e^rly day, 
I bend my knee to thee. 
From sun to son. 
My race will run, 
I only bow and say. My God, thy will be dona ! 
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On another paper are a few lines, written probably in 
the freshness of his disappointment. 

I DREAM no more — the vision flies away, 

And Disappointment » • * » 

There fell my hopes — I ]ost my all in this, 

My cherisird all of visionary bliss. 

Now hope farewell, farewell all joys below ; 

Now welcome sorrow, and now welcome woe. 

Plunge me in glooms • • » ♦ 

His health soon sunk under these habits ; he became 
pale and thin, and at length had a sharp fit of sickness. 
On his recovery, he wrote the following lines in the 
church-yard of his favourite village. 



LINES 

WRITTEN IN WILFORD CHURCH-YARD, 

On recovery from Sickness, 

Here would I wish to sleep. — ^This is the spot 
Which I have long marked out to lay my bones in ; 
llir'd out and wearied with the riotous world, 
Beneath this yew I would be sepulchred. 
It is a lovely spot ! The sultry sun. 
From his meridian height, endeavours vainly 
To pierce the shadowy foliage, while the zephyr 
Comes wafting gently o*er the rippling Trent, 
And plays about my wan cheek. 'Tis a nook 
Most pleasant. — Such a one perchance did Gray 
Frequent, ai with tlie vagrant muse he wantoned. 
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Endear'd to it by time. Aud who would }»y 

His body in the city burial place. 

To be thrown up again by some rnde Sexton^ 

And yield its narrow house another tenant. 

Ere the moist flesh had mingled with the dusts 

Ere the tenacious hair had left the scalp, 

Expos'd to insult lewd, and wantonness I 

No, I will lay me in the village ground ; \ 

There are the dead respected. The poor hind, 

Unietter'd as he is, would scorn to invade 

The silent resting place of death. I've seen 

The labourer, returning from his toil. 

Here stay his steps, and call his children round. 

And slowly speil tibe nidely sculptured rhymes, 

And, in his rustic manner, moralize, 

I've mark'd with whs^t a silent awe he'd spo^^eq. 

With head unco^er'd, his respectful manner. 

And all the honours which he paid the grave, 

And thought on cities, where ev'n cemeteries, 

Bestrewed with all the emblems of mortality. 

Are not protected from the drunken insolence 

Of wassailers profane, and wanton havock. 

Graqt Heav'n, thdt here my pilgrimage m?ty close \ 

Yet, if this be deny'd, where'er my bones 

May lie— or in the city's crouded bounds, 

Or scattered wide o'ei the huge ftweep of waters, 

Or left a prey on some deserted shore 

To the rapacious cormorant, — yet still, v 

(For why should sober reason cast siway 

A thought which soothes th^ soul)— ryet still ray spirit 

Shall wing Its way to these my native regioas, 

And hover o'er this spot. Oh, then I'll think 

Of times when 1 wa<« seated 'neath this yew 

In solemn raminatiou j and will smile 

Willi joy that I h^ve got my long'd release. 
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His friends are of opinion that he never thoroughly re* 
, covered from the shock which his constitution had dus-- 
taiued. Many of his poems indicate that he thought 
himself in danger of consumption ; he was not aware^ 
that he was generating or fostering in himself another 
disease, little less dreadful, and which threatens intellect 
as well as life. At this timfe youth was in his favour, and 
his hopes, which were now again renewed, produced 
perhaps a better effect than medicine. Mr. Dashwood 
obtained for him an introduction to Mr. Simeon, of 
King's College, and with this he was induced to go to 
Cambridge, Mr. Simeon, from the recommendation 
which he received, and from the conversation he had 
with him, promised tp procure for him a Sizarship at 
St. John's, and with the additional aid of a friend to 
supply him with 301. annually. His brother Neville, 
promised twenty, and his mother, it was hoped, would 
be able to allow fifteen or twenty more. With this, it 
■was thought, he could go through College. If this pros- 
pect had not been opened to him, he would probably 
have turned his thoughts towards the orthodox dis- 
senters* , 

On his return to Nottingham, the Rev. Robin- 

<ion, of Leicester, and some other friends, advised him to 
apply to the Elland Society for assistance, conceiving that 
^ it would be lestf. oppressive to his feelings to be depen- 
dant on a Society, instituted for the express purpose of 
training up such young men as himself, (that is, such in 
circumstances and opinions) for the ministry, than on the 
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bounty of an individual. In consequence of this advice, 
he went to Elland, at the next meeting of the Society, a 
stranger there^ and without one friend among the mem- 
bers. He was examined, for several hours, by about 
five and twenty clergymen, as to his religious views and 
sentiments, his theological knowledge, and bis classical 
attainments. In the course of the enquiry, it appeared 
that he had published a volume of poems ; , their ques- 
tions now began to be very unpleasantly inquisitive con- 
censing the nature of these poems, and he was assailed 
by queries from all quarters. It was well for Henry 
that they did not think of referring to the Monthly Re- 
view for authority. My letter to him happened to be in 
bis pocket; be luckily recollected this, and produced it 
as a testimony in his favour. ..They did me the honour to 
.say that it was quite sufficient, and pursued this part of 
their enquiry no farther. Before he left EUand, he was 
given to understand that they were well satisfied with 
his theological knowledge ; that they thought his clas- 
sical proficiency prodigious for his age, and that they 
bad placed him on their books. He returned little 
pleased with his journey. His friends had. been mis- 
taken ; the bounty of an individual calls forth a sense of. 
kindness, as well as of dependance : th^t of a Society has 
the virtue of charity perhaps, but it wants the grace. He 
now wrote to Mr. Simeon, stating what he had done, 
and that the beneficence of his unknown friends was no 
longer necessary: but that gentleman obliged him to 
decline the assistance of the Society, which be very wil- 
lingly did. 
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This being finally arrangfK], he quitted fais employers 
in October, 1804. How much he had conducted him- 
self to their satisfaction, will appear by this testimony of 
Mr. Enfield, to his diligence and uniform worth. ** I 
have great pleasure,'' says this gentleman, ''in paying the 
tribute to his memory, of expressing the knowledge which 
was afforded me, during the period of his connection 
with Mr. Coldham and myself, of his dOigent applica« 
tion, his ardour for study, and his virtuous and amiable 
disposition. He very soon discovered an unusual aptness 
in comprehending the routine of business, and great 
ability and rupidity in the execution of every thing which 
was entrusted to him. His diligence and punctual at- 
tention were unremitted, and his services became ex- 
tremely valuable a considerable time before he left us. 
He seemed to me to have no relish for the ordinary 
pleasures and dissipations of young men; vhis mind was 
perpetually employed, either in the business of his pro* 
fession, or in private study. With his fondness for lite- 
rature, we were well acquainted, but had no reason to 
ofier any check to it, for he never permitted the indul- 
gence of his literary pursuits to interfere with the engage- 
ments of business. The difHculty of hearing, under 
which he laboured, was distressing, to him in the practice 
of his profession, and was, I think, an inducement, in co- 
operation with his other inclinations, for his resolving to 
relinquish the laWk I can, with truth, assert that his de- 
termination was matter of serious regret to my partner 
and myself." . - ^ 
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Mr* SiiMon had advised him to degrade for a year, 
. fmd place himself, during that time, under some scholar. 
H^ went accordingly to the Rev. — Grainger, of Winter* 
ingham, in Lincolnshire, and there, notwithstanding all.the 
intreaties of his friends, pursuing the same unrelenting 
. course of study, a second illness was the consequence* 
When he was recovering, he was prevailed upon to relax, 
to ride on horseback, and to drink wine ; these lattec re- 
medies he could not long afford, and be would not allow 
himself time for relaxation, when he did not feel its im* 
mediate necessity. He frequently, at this time, studied 
fourteen hours a day : the progress which he made ^in 
twelve months was indeed astonishing ; when he went ko 
Cambridge, he was immediately as much distinguished 
for his classical knowledge, as his genius ; but -the see^ 
, of death were in him, and the place to which he had so 
long looked on with hope, served unhappily as a hpX 
house to ripen them/^. 

* Duriughis residence in my family, says Mr. Grainger, bit 
conduct \va8 highly becoming, and suitable to a Christian profession. 
He was mild and inoffensive, modest, unassoming, and afiectionate. 
iBe attended, with great cheerfulness, a Sunday School, which I 
was endeavouring to establish in the viUage, and was at consider^ 
able pains in the instruction of the children \ and I have repeatedly 
obseryed, that he wts most pleased, and most edified, with such of 
my sermons and addresses to my people, as were most dose, plain, 
and familiar. When we parted, we parted with mutiml regret, 
and by us his name will long be remembered with aflfeotion and 
delist. 
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t)liring bis first term, one of the UuHersity Scholar-^ 

ships became vacant, and Henry» young as he was in 

College, and almost self-taught, was advised, by tholle 

who were best able to estimate his chance of success, to 

<^er himself as a competitor for it. He past the whole 

term in preparing himself for this^ reading for College 

avibjects in bed, in his walks, or, as he says, where, when» 

aild how he could, never having a moment to spare, and 

often going to his tutor without having read at alL Uis 

stl^ngth sunk under this, and though lie had declared 

biinself a candidate, he was compelled to decline ; but 

this was not the only misfortune. The general College 

examination came on; he was utterly unprepared to 

meet it^ and believed that a failure here would have 

ntined his prospects for ever. He had only about a fort^ 

tsigfat to read what other men had been the whole term 

leading. Once more he exerted himself beyond what 

his shattered health could bear ; the disorder retarned, 

and he went to his ttttor> Mr. Catton, with tears in his 

eyes, arid told him that he could not go into the Hall to 

be examined. Mr. Catton, however, thought his success 

here of so much importance, that he exhorted him, with 

all possible earnestness, to hold out the six days of the 

examination. Strong medicines were given him, to en^ 

able him to support it, and he was pronounced the first 

miin of his year. But life was the price which he was to 

pay for such honours as this, and Henry is^not the first 

-young man to wliom such honours havf proved fiital. 

. He said to his most intimate friend, almost the last time 

he saw hioii that were he to pabt a picture of Fame^ 
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crowDing a distinguished under-graduate, after the Se* 
Date-house examination, be would represent her as con- 
cealing a Death's-head under a mask of l>eauty. 

When this was over he went to London ; London was 
a new scene of excitement, and what his mind required 
was tranquillity aud rest. Before he left College he had 
become anxious conceruing his expences, fearing that 
they exceeded his means. Mr. Catton perceived this, 
and twice called him to his rooms to assure him of every 
necessary support, and every encouragement, and to give 
him every hope. This kindness relieved his spirits of a 
•heavy weight, and on his return he relaxed a little from 
bis studies, but it was only a httle. I found among his 
papers the day thus planned out : — Rise at half paa^ five. 
Devotions and walk till seven. Chapel and breakfast 
till eight. Study and lectures till one. Four and a 
half clear readmg. Walk, &c. and dinner, and Wool- 
laston, and chapel, to six. Six to nine, reading — three 
•liours. Nine to ten, devotions. Bed at ten." . 

Among hb latest writings are these resolutions : — 

** I will never be in bed after six. 

I will not drink tea out above once a week, exoeptnig on 
Stmdays, unless there appear some good leasoo for so 
doing. * 

I will never pass a day without reading some pbitioii of 
tlie Scriptures, 
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r will labour diligently ia my matbematical studies, be^ 
cause I half suspect myself of a dislike to theiu. • 

I will walk two hours a day, upon the average of every 
week. 

Sit mihi gratia addita ad hetc facknda^* 



About this time, judging by the hand writing, bo 
wrote down the following admonitory sentences, which, 
as the' paper on which they are written is folded into 
the shape of a very small book, it is probable he carried 
about with him as a manual. 



<( 



1. Death and judgment are near at han(i|. 



C. Though thy bodily part be now in health and ease, 
the dews of death will soon sit upon thy forehead. 

3. That which seems so sweet and desirable to thee 
now, wilii if yielded to, become bitterness of soul to thee 
all thy life aAer. 

4. When the waters are come over thy soul, and when 
in the midst. of n)uch bodily anguish, thou distinguishest 
the dim shores of Eternity before thee, what wouldesi 
thou not give to be lighter by this one sin ! 

5. God has- long withheld his arm ; what if bis for-* 
bearance ue now at an end 1 Canst thou not contemplate 
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these things with the e;cs of Death ? Art thou not ai ^ 
d^ing man, d^^ing every day, every hour 1 

6, Is it not a fearful thing to shrink from the sum^ 
nions when it comes ? To turn with horror and despair 
from the future being? Think what dtrains of joy and 
tranquillity fall on the ear o( the s^int who is ju3t 
swooning into the arms o{ his Redeemer; what fear** 
ful shapes, and dreadful images of a disturbed con- 
science, surround the sinner's bed, when the last twig 
which he grasped fails him, and tiie gulph yawns to 
receive him* 

7. Oh, iny soul, if thou art yet ignorant of the enor-* 
niity of sin, turn thine eyes to the man who is bleeding 
to death on the cross! see how the* blood, from his 
pierced hands, trickles down his arms, and the more co- 
pious streams from his feet run on the accursed tree, and ' 
stain the grass with purple ! Behold bis features, though 
scarcely animated with a few remaining sparks of life, 
yet how full of love, pity, and tranquillity ! A tear is 
trickling down his cheek, and ^ his lip quivers. — ^^He is 
praying for his murderers ! O my soul ! it is thy Re- 
deemcr^t is thy God ! And this too for 5jn — for Sin 1 
and wilt thou ever again submit to its yoke 1 

8« Remember that the grace of the Holy Spirit of 
God is ready to save thee from transgression. It is aU 
ways at hand : thou canst not sin without wilfully re- 
jecting its aid. 
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9. And is there real pleasure in Sin 1 Thou knowest 
there is not. But there is pleasure, pure and exquisite 
pleasure in holiness. The Holy Ghost can make the 
paths of religion and virtue, hard as they seem, and 
thorny, ways of pleasantness and peace, where: though 
there be thorns, yet are there also roses, and where all 
the wounds which we suffer in the flesh, from the hard* 
Hess of the journey, are so healed by the balm of the 
spirit^ that they rather give joy than pain." 



The exercise which Henry took was no relaxation ; he 
Mill continued th(; habit of studying while he walked ; 
land in this manner, while he was at Cambridge. com« 
mitted to memory a whole tragedy of Euripides. Twice 
he distinguished himself in the following year, being again 
pronounced first at the great College examination, and 
also one of the three best theme writers, between whom 
the examiners could not decide. The College offered 
faim, at their expence, a private tutor in mathematics 
during the long vacation; and Mr. Catton, by procuring 
for him exhibitions to the Amount of 66\, per ann. enabled 
faim to give up the pecuniary assistance which he had re- 
ceived from Mr. Simeon and other friends. This intention 
iie hiid expressed in a letter, written twelvemonths before 
his death. " With regard to my college expences, he says, 
I have the pleasure to inform you, that I shall be obliged, 
in strict rectitude, to wave the offers of many of niy 
friends. I shall not even need the sum Mr. Simeon 
Ineutioned after the first year ; and it is not impossible 
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that I may be abte to live without any assistance at all. 
I confess I feel pleasure at the thought of thb, not 
through any vain pride of independance, but because I 
shall then give a more unbiassed testimony to the truths 
than if I were supposed to be bound to it by any ties of 
obligation or gratitude, I shall always feel as much in- 
debted for intended as for actually afforded assistance i 
and though I should never think a sense of thankfulness 
an oppressive burthen, yet I shall be happy to evince it, 
when in the eyes of the world the obligation to it has been 
discharged." Never, perhaps, had any young man» 
in so short a time, excited such expectations; every 
University honour was thought to be within his reach; 
he was set down as a medallist, and expected to take a 
senior wrangler's degree: but these expectations were 
poison to him; they goaded him to fresh exertioiis 
when his strength was spent. His situation became truly 
miserable; to his brother, and to his mother, be wrote 
always that he^ had relaxed in his studies, a|id that he 
was better ; always holding out to them his hopes, and 
his good fortune ; but to the most intimate of his friends^ 
(Mr. Maddock), his letters told a different tale : to him 
he complained of dreadful palpitations — of nights of 
sleeplessness and horror, and of spirits depressed to the 
very depth of wretchedness, so that he went from one 
acquaintance to another, imploring society,* even as a 
starving beggar intreats for food. During the course of 
this summer, it was expected that the Mastership of the 
Free-School at Nottingham would shortly become vacant. 
A relation of his family was at that time mayor of tlie 
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tfivmt be ftOggesUd to them what an advantageoos silua-^ 
tioa it woitld be for Henry, and offered to icicure for: 
him the necessary interest. But though the salary and 
em^uments are estimated at from 4 to 600I. per annum, 
Htmy declined the offer; because, had he accepted it, 
it would have frustrated his intentions ivith respect to 
the ministry. This was certainly no common act of for* 
befuraoce in one so situated as to fortune, especially as the 
hope which he had most at heart, was that of being en* 
JlUed to assist his family, and in some degree requite 
the care and anxiety of his father and mother, by makings 
them comfortable in their declining years. 

The indulgence shown him by his College, in provid- 
ing, him a tutor during the long vacation, was peculiarly 
liQfortunate. Hb only chance of life was from relax&n 
ti6n, and home was the only place where he woold have 
relaxed to any purpose. Before this time he had 
seemed to be gaming strength ; it failed as the yeac 
advanced: he went once more to London to recruit 
bioBiself, — the worst place to which he could have gone : 
Ib&variety of stimulating objects there hurried and agi-* 
taled him, and when he returned to College, he was so 
comidetely iU, that no power of medicine^could save him* 
Hia mind was worn out, and it was the opinion of his 
inedical attendants, that if he had recovered, his intel- 
lect would have been affected. His brother Neville was 
just at this .time to have visited him.* On his first seizure 
litmty found himself too ill to receive him, and wrote to 
9»y so; he added, with that anxious tenderness towards 

£ 2 
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tbe feelings of a most affectiooate family which alwtja 
i^peared in his ktt^rsy that he thought himself lecovcr- 
ing; but his disorder increased ^rapidly, 'that thblettar 
was never sent; it was found in bis pocket after his de- 
cease. One of his friends wrote to acquaint Nevflle 
with his danger: he hastened down; but Henry was de* 
Hrious when he arrived. He knew him only for a few 
motnents, the next day sunk- into a state of stupor; and 
on Sunday, October Iptb, 1806» it pleased €rod to 
remove him to a better world, and a higher state of 
fxistencef 



Thb will which I had manifested to serve Henry, be 
had accepted as the deed, and had expressed himself 
ijqpon the subject in terms which it would have humbled 
me to read, at any other time than when I was perfonn* 
ing the last service to his memory. On his decease, Mr. 
B. Maddock addressed a letter to me, informing me of 
the event, as one who bad professed an interest in his 
friend's fortunes. I enquired, in my reply, if there was 
any intention of publishing what he might have left, and 
if I could be of any. assistance in the publication ; this 
led to a correspondence with his excellent brother, and 
the whole of his papers were consigned into my hands^ 
with as many of his letters as could be collected. 

These paper^exclusive of the correspondence) filled a 
1>ox of considerable, size. Mr. Coleridge was presept 
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iAstSk I opfie&ed themi and waa» as weD as myself^ equally 
affected and astonished at the proofs of industry which 
they displayed. Some of them had been written before 
Ids hand Was formed^ probably before he was thirteen. 
There were papers upon law^ upon electricity^ upon che- 
ttistry^ upon the Latin and Greek languagesi from their 
rudiments, to the higher branches of critical study» upon 
Instory, chronology, divinity, the fathers, &c. Nothing 
seemed to have escaped him. His poems were numer- 
ous; among the earliest, was a sonnet addressed to my- 
self, long before the littlex intercourse which had sub^ 
sisted between us, had taken place. Little did he 
think, when it was written, on what occasion it would 
fall into my hands. He had begun three tragedies when 
Tery young ; one was upon Boadicea, another upon Inez 
de Castro : the third was a fictitious subject. He had 
planned also a History of Nottingham. There was a 
letter upon the famous Nottingham election, which seemed 
to have been intended, either for the newspapers, or for a 
separate pamphlet. It was written to confute the absurd 
stories of the Tree of Liberty, and the Goddess of Reason ; 
i^th'the most minute knowledge of the circumstances, 
and a not improper feeling of indignation against so in- 
Ibmous a calumny ; and tbb came with more weight 
from him, as his party inclinations seem to have leaned 
towards the side which be was opposing* This was his 
only finished composition in prose. Much of his time, 
latterly, had been devoted to the study of Greek pro- 
sody: he had begun several poems in Greek, and a 
translation of the Samson Agonistes. I have inspected 

£ 3 
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all the existing manuscripts of Chatterton/ and they ek-^ 
cited less wonder than these. 

Had my knowledge of Henry terminated here, I 
should hkve hardly believed that my admiration and re- 
gret for him could have been increased ; but I had yet 
to learn that his moral qualities, his good sense, and his 
whole feelings, were as admirable as his industry and ge- 
nius. All his letters to his family have been communi- 
cated to me without reserve, and most of those to his 
friends. A selection from these are arranged in chro- 
ndlogical order, in these volumes, which will make him 
bb own biographer, and lay open to the world as pure^ 
and as excellent a heart, as it ever pleased the Almighty 
to warm with life. Much has been suppressed, which, 
if Henry had been, like Chatterton, of another genera* 
lion, I should ivilliugly have published, and the world 
would willingly have received ; but in doing honour to 
the dead, I have been scrupulously careful never to fof- 
get the living. 

It is not possible to conceive a human being more 
. umiable in all the relations of life. He was the confi- 
dential friend and advise^ of every member of his family ; 
this he instinctively became ; and the thorough good 
sense of his advice is not less remarkable than the af- 
fection with which it is always communicated. To his 
mother, he is as earnest in beseeching her to be care- 
ful of^her health, as he is in labouring to convince her 
that his own complaints were abating; his letters to her 
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4re always of hopes, of cousolation and of love. To 
Neville he writes with the most brotherly intimacy, stUI, 
however, in that occasional tone of advice which it was 
his nature to assume, not from any arrogance of supe- 
riority, but from earnestness of ^ure a£fection. To hii 
younger brother he addresses himself like the tenderest 
and wisest parent; and to two sisters, then too young for 
any other communication, he writes %o direct theit 
studies, to enquire hito their progress, to encourage, and 
to improve them. Such letters as these are not for the 
public, but tliey to whom they are addressed will lay 
them to their hearts like relics, and will find in them a 
laving virtue, more than ever relics possessed. 

With regard to his poems, the criterion for selection 
was not so plain; undoubtedly many have been choseii 
which he himself would not have published, and som^ 
few which, had he« lived to h^ve taken that rank among 
English poets, which would assuredly have been within 
his reach, I also should then have rejected among his 
posthumous papers. I have, however, to the best of n\y 
judgment, selected none which does not either mark th^ 
state of his mind, or its progress, or discover evident 
proofs of what he would have been, if it had not been 
the will of Heaven to remove him so soon. The reader, 
who feels any admiration for Henry, will take some in* 
terest in all these remains, because they are his; he who 
shall feel none, must have a blind heart, and therefore a 
bUnd understanding. Such poems are to be considered 
as making up his history. But the greater number ar<B 
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of such beauty, that Chatt^rton is the only youthftti petC- 
whom he does not leave hr behind fainu 

While he was under Mr. Grainger, he wrote yerf- 
tittle ; and when he went to Cambridge, he was adviieA 
to stifle his poetical fire, for severer aud tnorie importank 
studies ; to lay a billet on the embers until he had taken 
his degree, and then he might fan it into a flame again^ 
This advice he followed so scrupulously, that a few frng^ 
ments, written chiefly upon the back of his mathemattcal 
papers, are all which he produced at the Universttj; 
The greater part, therefore, of these poems, indeed near* 
ly the whole of them, were written before he was nineteem 
Wise as the advice may have been which had been given 
him, it is now to be regretted that he adhered to it, his 
latter fragments bearing all those marks of improvement 
which were to be expected from a mind so rapidly and 
continusvlly progressive. Frequently he expresses a feat 
that early death would rob him of his fame; yet short 
ias his life was, it has been long enough for him to leave 
If orks worthy of remembrance. The very circumstance 
of bis early death gives a new interest to his memory, 
and thereby new force to his example. Just at that age 
when the painter would have wished to tix his likeness, 
and tlie k>vcr of poetry would delight to contemplate 
him, in the fair morning of his virtues, the full spring* 
blossom of his hopes, — just at that age bath death set 
the seal of eternity upon him, and the beautiful hath 
been made permanent. To the young poets who 
come after him, Henry will be what Cbatterton was to 
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ImiI; and they will find in him an etample of hopts^ 
with regard to worldly fortune, as humble; and a8«x«! 
aited in all better tilings, as are enjo&ied equally by wis^ 
dom and religion, by the experieace of man, and the 
iNNrd of God* And this example will be as encouragin|p 
M' it is excellent It has been too much the custom to» 
ODOqilaia that genius is neglected, and to blame the pub-* 
lie when the public is not in fault. They who are tbut 
ki0iiented as the victims of genius, have been, in almost 
every instance, the victims of their own vices; while 
genius has been made, like charity, to cover a multitude 
of sios^ and to excuse that which in reality it aggravates* 
b^his age» and in this couutry, whoever deserves en« 
couragementi is, soouer or later, sure to receive it. Of 
thb Henry's history is an honourable proof. The parti- 
cular patronage which he accepted, was^ given as much to 
his piety and religious opinions, as to his geuius : but 
asibtance was offered, him from other quarters. Mr. P. 
Thomson, (of Boston, Lincolnshire), merely upon peru« 
mg his little volume, wrote to know how he could serve 
him; and there were many friends of literature wl^ 
were ready to have aiTorded bim any support which he 
needed, if he had not been thus provided. In the Uni* 
versity he i^eived every encouras;ement which he 
merited, and from Mr. Simeon, and his tutor Mr. Cattou, 
the most fatherly kiuduess. 

" I can venture," says a Lady of Cambridge, in a let- 
ter to his brother, " I can venture to say, with certainty, ; 
there was no member of the University, however high his 
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msk or talents, who would not have beeu happy to have 
availed themselves of the opportupity of b$ing acquaint- 
ed with Mr. Henry Kirke White. I mention this to in- 
troduce a wish, which has been expressed to me so oAen 
by the senior members of the University, that I dare not 
decline the task they have imposed upon me ; it is their 
hope that Mr. Southey will do as much justice to Mn 
H^nry White's limited wishes, to his unassuming preten- 
' sions, and (to his rational and fervent piety, as to his 
various . acquirements, his polkhed taste, his poetical 
fancy, his undeviating principles, and the excellence of 
his moral character; and that he will suffer it to be 
understood that these inestimable qualities had not been 
unobserved, nor would they have remained unacknow<* 
ledgctd. It was the general observation, that be posses*- 
ted genius without its eccentricities.'' 

Of his fervent piety, his letters, his prayers, and his 
hymns, wiH afford ample and interesting proofs. I must 
be permitted to say, that my own views of the religion of 
<Jbrist Jesus differ essentially from the system of belief 
which he had adopted ; but, having said this, it is, indeed, 
• my anxious wish to do full justice to piety so fervent. It 
was in him a living and quickening principle of goodness, 
which sanctitied all his h6pes, and all his affections; 
which made him keep watch over his own heart, and 
enabled liim to correct the few symptoms, which it ever 
displayed, of human imperfection. 

lii» temper had been irritable in his younger days, but 
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{his he had long since effectually overcome : the marks 
of youthful confidence, which appear in his earliest letters, 
had also disappeared, and it was impossible for man to 
be more tenderly patient of the faults of others, more 
uniformly meek, or more unaffectedly humble. He sel- 
dom discovered any sportiveness of imagination, thoiigfa 
he would very ably, and pleasantly, rally any one of his 
friends for any little peculiarity ; his conversation was 
always sober, and to the purpose. That which is most 
remarkable in him, is his uniform good sense, a faculty 
perliaps less common than genius. There never existed 
a more dutiful son, a more affectionate brother, si 
warmer friend, nor a devouter christian. Of his powers 
of mind it is superff uous to speak ; they were acknow- 
ledged wherever Ihey were known. It would be idle 
too to say what hopes were entertained of him, and what 
he might have accomplished in literature. These vo- 
lumes contain what he has lef>, immature buds, and 
blossoms shaken from the tree, and green fruit; yet will 
they evince what the harvest would have been, and se- 
cure for him that remembrance upon earth for which iie 
toikd. 

■w 

^* TIlou sonl of God's best earthly mould, 
Thou happy soul ! and can it be. 

That these 

Are all that must remaio of thee !" 

JVonUworth, 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, September, 1799. 
DEAR BROTHER, 

IN consequence of your repeated solicitations, I now sit 
down to write to you, although I never received an an- 
swer to the last letter which I wrote, nearly six months 
ago ; but as I never heard you mention it in any of my 
mother's letters, I am induced to think it has miscarried^ 
or been mislaid in your office. 

It is now nearly four months since I entered into Mr; 
Coldham's office, and it is \<vith pleasure I can assure you, 
that I never yet found any thing disagreeable, but on 
the contrary, every thing I do seems a pleasure to me, 
and for a very obvious reason ; — it is a business which I 
like — ^a business which I chose before all others ; and f 
have two good tempered, easy masters, but who will, 
nevertheless, see that their business is done in a neat and 
proper manner. The study of the law is well kno^'n to 



64 

he a dry, difficult task, and requires a comprehensive, 
good understanding; and I hope you will allow me 
(without charging, me with egotism), to have a tolerable 
one; and I trust, with perseverance, and a very large 
law library to refer to, I shall- be able to accomplish the 
study of so much of the laws of England, and our system 
of jurisprudence, in less than live years, as to enable me 
to be a country attorney ; and then, as I shall have two 
more years to serve, I hope I shall attam so much know* 
ledge, in all parts of the law, as to enable me, with a 
little study at the inns of court, to hold an argument, on 
the nice points in the law, with the best attorney in the 
kingdom. A man that understands the law is sure to 
have business ; and in case I have no thoughts, in case 
tliat is, that I do not aspire to hold the honourable place 
of a Barrister^ I shall feel sure of gaining a genteel live- 
lihood at the business to which I am articled. 

I attend at the office at eight in the morning, and 
leave at eight in the evening ; then attend my Latin un^ 
til nine, which, you may be sure, is pretty close confine- 
ment* 

Mr. Coldhara is clerk to the commercial commis^ 
sioners, which has occasioned us a deal of extraordinary 
work. I worked all Sunday, and until twelve o'clock on 
Saturday night, when they were hurried to give in the 
certificates to the bank« We had also a very trouble- 
some cause last assizes* The Corporation versus Gee, 
which we (the attornies for the corporation) lost. It 
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MS redly a very fktiguing day> (I mean Ibe day on 
it. was tried),. I never got any thing to eat, from fiv^ m 
the afternoon t^ie preceding day, mitil twelve the next 
night, when the trial ended. 



K> HIS BROTHER NEVHXE. 

Nottingham; 26th June^ 1800. 

DEAR BROTHER, 

• « • « m 

HT mother has allowed me a good deal lately for 
books, and I have a laige Mssartment, (a retailer's phrase.) 
But I hope you do not suppose they consist of novels; — 
.no — ^^I have mdde a firm resolution never to spend above 
one hour at this amusement. Though I have been ob- 
liged to enter into this resolution in consequence of a 
vitiated laste acquired by reading romances, I do not in- 
.tend to banish them entirely from my desk. After long 
.and fatiguing researches in Blackstone or Coke, when the 
mind becomes weak, through intense application, Tom 
Jones, or Robinson Crusoe, will afford a pleasing and ne- 
cessary relaxation. 

A-propos — now we are speaking of Robinson Crusoe, 
I shall observe that it is allowed to be the best novel for 
youth in the English language. De Foe, the author, 

VOL. I. F 
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wasa sitigulttr ^mra<9ter; but as I mzkt no doubt yoU 
bave read his life, I will not trouble you with anj fiir* 
ther remarks. 

The books which I now read with attention are Black- 
stone, Knox^s Essays^ Plutarch, Chesterfield's Letters, 
four large volumes, Virgil, Homer, and Cicero, and se- 
veral others. Blackstone and Knox, Virgil and Cicero, 
I have got ; the others I read out of Mr. Coldham's 
library. I have finished Rollings Ancient History, Blair's 
Lectures, Smith's Wealth of Nations, Hume's England, 
and British Nepos, lately. When I have- read Kaox, I 
will send it you, and recommend it to your attentive pe- 
rusal; it is a most excellent work. I also read now the 
British Classics, the common edition of which I now take 
in ; it comes every fortnight ; I dare say you have seen it, 
tt is Cooke's edition. I would recommend you abo tt> 
read these; I will send them to you. I have got the 
Citizen of the World, Idler, Goldsmith's Essays, and pait 
of the Rambler, i will send you soon the fourth nttii$- 
ber of the Monthly Preceptor. I am noticed ad woitty 
of commendation^ and as affording an encouraging pros- 
pect of future excellence. — ^You will laugh. I have al^ 
turned poet, and have translated an ode of Horace lAto 
English verse, also for the Monthly Preceptor, but, un-' 
fortunately, when I sent it, I forgot the title, so it won't 
be noticed. 

I dp not forsake the flowery paths of poesy, for that is 
ny chief delight ; I read the best poets. Mr. Coldhaiti 
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lun got Johnson's oompkte set, with their Irreii ; thesey 
of course, I read. 

With a little drudgery, I read Italian — have got some 
good Italian works, as Pastor Fido, &c, &c« I taught 
myself, and have got a grammar. 

I must now beg leave to return you my sincere thanks 
for your kind present. I like " La Bruyere the kss^** 
.very much; I have read the original La Bruy^e: I 
tiiink him Iflie RochefoucauU. Madame de Genlis is a 
very aUe woman. 



But I nuist now attempt to excuse my neglect in not 
wriliilg to you. First, I have been very busy with thest 
essays and poems for the Monthly Preceptor. Second, 
J ^as rather angry at your last letter — I can bear aiqr 
j^iogbut a sneer, and it was one continued grin from 
iltf^giiining to end, as were all the notices you.made of me 
m my mother's letters, and I could not, nor can I now 
tepok it. I could say much more, but it is v eiy late, 
J0d must beg leave to wish you good night. 

I am. Dear Brother, 

Your affectionate Friend, 
I H.K.WHITE. 

P. S. Yott may expect a regular correspondence froif^ 
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mc ill fnAmt, but no $ nepers ; and shall be verj^ oUigied 
by a long letter. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

NottUigham, 25th Junei 1800^ . 

I>EAR NEVILLE, 

* * ik ^k « 

YOU are inclined to flatter me when you compare rajr 

application with yours ; in truth, I am not half so as^ 

sidnous as you, and I am conscious I waste a deal of 
• * ' <■ . 

tiu^e unwittingly. But, in reading, I am upon the clon- 

tinual search for improvement ; I thirst after knowIed|cv 

and though my disposition is naturally idle, I conqu^lPit 

when reading an useful. book. Tb^ plan which Ipik^ 

sued, m ofder to subdue my disinclination to dry bo^s, 

was this, to begin attentively to peruse it, and contiillie 

thus one hour every day: the book insensibly, by this 

means, becomes pleasing to you, and even when readftag 

Bhickstone's Commentaries, which are very dry, f fey 

down the book with regret. 

With regard t6 the Monthly Preceptor, I certainly shall 
be agreeable to your taking it in, as my only objection 
was tUs extreme impatience which I feel to see whether 
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luf esiajs have been successful ; but thb may be ob-* 
Tiated by your speedy perusal, and not neglecting to for- 
ward it. But you roust have the goodness not to begin 
iiH August, as my bookseller cannot stop it this month. 



I had a ticket, given nie, to the boxes, on Monday 
aight, for the benefit of Campbell, from Drury-Lane, 
and there was such a riot as never was experienced here 
before. He is a democrat, and the soldiers planned a 
riot, iu conjunction with the mob. We heard the shout- 
ing of the rabble in the street, before the jp/oy was over; 
the moment the curtain dropt, an officer went into the 
l^nt box, and gave the word of command ; immieidiately 
riK>i4t sixty troopers started lip, and six trumpeters in the 
pit played " God save the King."' The noise was as- 
tmiisbing. The officers in the boxes then drew their 
sword9» and at another signal the privates in the pit drew 

• 

tberr bludgeons, which they had hitherto concealed, and 
attacked all indiscriminately that had not an uniform : 
the officers did the same with their swords, and the house 
was one continued scene of confusion : one pistol was 
jiped, and the ladies were fainting in the Lobby. Tha 
outer doors were shut, to keep out the mob, and the 
people jumped on the stage as a last resource. One of 
tbeie noble officers, seeing one man stand in the pit witli 
hit bat on, jumped over the division, and cut him with 
Ilia aword, which the man instantly wrenched from him, 
and broke, whilst the officer sneaked back in disgrace. 

F 3 
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*|1iey Aen fonMd a troop, and having emptied the play- 
bouse, tbey sconred the streets with their swords, and 
letumed home victorious. The players are, in conse- 
quence, dismissed, and we have informations, in our 
office, against the officers. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottio^iam, Micfaaelmaft-day, 1800. 
JDEAR NEVILLE, 

I CANNOT divine what, in an epistolary correspoo* 
deuce, can have such charms (with people who write 
only common-place occurrences) as to attach a man from 
bis usual affiurs, and make him waste time and paper od 
what cannot be of the least real benefit to his correspon* 
dent. Amongst relatives, certainly there is always an 
incitement, we always feel an anxiety for their welfare. 
9ut I have no friend so dear to me as to cause me to 
lake the trouble of reading his letters, if they only con- 
tained an account of his health, and the mere nothings of 
the day; indeed such an one would be unworthy of 
friendship. What then is requisite to make one's cor- 
Teq)ondence valuable 1 I answer, sound ^en^^.— Nothing 
more is requisite; as to the style, one may very readily 
excuse its feults, if repaid by the sentiments. You have 
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|)e)lter natural abilities than many jo^Uv but it if villi 
legret I see that you will not give yoarsalf the trouUe of 
vnriting a good letter. There i& hardly any spe^j^ q( 
composition, (in my opinion), easier than the epistolary ; 
but, my friend, you never found any art, however tfmal, 
that did not require some application at first. For, if ai| 
artist, instead of endeavouring to surmount the difficul^^ 
ties which presented themselves, were to rest contented 
with mediocrity, how could he possibly ever arrive at 
excellence? — ^Thus 'tis with you; instead of that indefa- 
tigable perseverance which, in other cases, is a leading 
trait in your diaracter, I hear you say, '* Ah, my poor 
brains were never formed for letter writing — I shall 
never write a good letter," or some such phrases ; and 
&U8, by despairing of ever arriving at excellence, yof 
render yourself hardly tolerable. You may, perhaps^ 
Ihink this art beneath your notice, or unworthy of your 
pains ; if so, you are assuredly mistaken^ for there is 
hardly any thing which would contribute more to the ad« 
.vancement of a young man, or which is more engagi9g« 

, You read, I believe, a good deal; nothing could be 
jmore acceptable to me, or more improving to you, than 
making a part of your letters to consist of your senti- 
ment^, and opinion of the books you peruse ; you have 
no idea how beneficial this would be to yourself, and that 
you are able to do it, I am certain. One of the greatest 
impediments to good writing, is the thinking too much 
before you note down. This, I think, you are not en- 
tirely free from. I hope, that by always writing the first; 
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letters are always the rough first draft, of course there 
are many alterations ; these you will excuse. 

% 

i have written most of my letters to you in so negli^ 
g^t a manner that, if'you would have the goodness to 
retui:n all you have preserved sealed, I will peruse them, 
and all sentences worth preserving I will extract and r^ 
tunif • 

You observe, in your last, that your letters are read 
with contempt.-->Do you speak as you think t 

You had better write again to Mr. — . Be^ 

tween ifriends, the common forms of the world in writing 
letter for letter, need not be observed ; but never write 
three without receiving one in return, because in that 
case they must be thought unworthy of answer. 

We have been so b\»y lately, I could not answer your» 
sooner. — Once a month suppose we write to each other. 
If you ever find that my correspondence is not worth the 
trouble of canying on, inform me of it, ai|d it shaH 

cease* 

« « * « « « 

P. S« If any expression in this be too harsh, excuse ii, 
•^1 am not in an ill humour recollect^ 
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TO mS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, 11th April, I80t. 
BiAR NkviLLs; 
' ON opening yonrs, I was liigMy pleased to find two andl 
#1id}f sheets of paper, and nothing couki exceed my j^ 
«t^fi6 apparently long a letter; bat upon finding it con^ 
sisted of sides filled after the rate of five wordit in a Kne^ 
and nine lines in a l>age, I could not conceal my chagrin ; 
and I am sure I may very modestly say that one^of my 
ordinary pages cout^s three ^f yours; if you knew half 
the pleasure I feel in your correspondence, I am confident 
you would lengthen your letters. You tantalise me 
with the hopes of a prolific harvest, and I find, alas ! a 
t^n crop, whose goodness only makes me lament its 
scantiness. 



I Jiad almost foi-got to tell you that I have obtamed 
the first prize (of a pair of Adams's twelve inch globes, 
Talue three guineas), in the first class of tlie Monthly 
Preceptor. ^Tlie subject was an imaginary t^ut from 
London to Edinburgh. It b printed consequently, and 
shall send it to you the very first opportunity. The pro- 
posals stated that the essay was not to exceed three 
pages when printed — mine takes- seven ; therefore I am 
astonished they gave me the first prize* Tliere was an 
^extraordinary number of candidates, and they said they 
^ laever bad a greater number df* extelient ones, and they 
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wished they could have given thirty prizes* You will find 
it (in a letter), addressed to N-- , meaning yonrselC 



Warton is a poet from whom I have derived the most 
exqubite pleasure and gratification. He abounds in sub- 
limity and loftiness of thought, as well as expression, 

" > 

His ** Pleasures of Mehmcholy" is truly a sublime poesK 
The following passage I particularly admire. 



# Nor tmdelightfhl in the solemn noon 

Of nij^ty where, haply wakeful from my conch 
I start, lo, aU is teotionless around ! 
Kears not the rpshing wHmI ; the sons of men^ 
And every beaity in mute oblivion lie ; 
AU Nature's hushed in silence, and in sleep. 
Oh, then, how fearful is it to reflect 
That thro' the stiU globe*« awful solitude. 
No being wakes but me." 



How a&cting are the latter lines ; it is impossible tp 
withstand the emotions which rise on its perusal, and J 
envy not that man his insensibility, who can read them 
with apathy. Many of the pieces of the Bible are writ- 
ten in thb sublime manner: one psalm, I thbk the 18th, 
.is a perfect master-piece, and has been imitated by mai:^ 
poets. Compare these, or the above quoted from Wai:- 
ton, with the finest piece in Pope, and then judge of the 
rank which he holds as a poet. Another instance of the 
sublime in poetryi I will give you from Akenside's ad- 



75 

wAMt ** Pleasures of Imi^;kiation/^ where, speaking of 
Xxody he says, he 

^ Rides on the ▼olley'd light*iiiiig thro* Ae heat'os. 
And yok'd with whirlwinds, and the northern blast, 
Sweeps the long tract of day." 

Mauy of these instaDces of sublimity will occur to you in 
Thomson. 

James begs leave to present you with Bldomfield'^s 
Farmer's Boy. Bloomfield has no grandeur or^eight, 
he is a pastorsd poet, and the simply sweet is what you 
are to expect from him; nevertheless, his descriptions 
are sometimes little inferior to Thomson. 



How pleased should I be, NeviUe, to have you with us 
at Nottingham. Our fire-side would be delightiul.--^I 
should profit by your sentiments and experience, ami 
yoQ possibly might gain a little from my small bookisii 
knowledge. But I am afraid that time will never come ; 

« 

jour time of apprenticeship is nearly expired, and in aH 
appearance, th^ small residue that yet remains, will be 
passed in hated London. When you are emancipated, 
you will have to mix in the bustle of the world, in aH 
probability also, far from home ; so that, when we have 
jtfst learnt how happy we might mutually make our- 
selves, we find scarcely a shadow of a probability of ever 
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Inving the opportonity. WelS, well, it is in ttiio to re- 
sist tlie immutable decrees of fate. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham^ Aprils 1 801. 
SEAR Nl^VlLLB, 

AS I know you will participate with ine in the plea^ 
«Ure I receive from literary cHstinctiOHs, I hasten to in- 
form you, that my poetical essay on Gratitode l» pnntod 
in this month's Preceptor — that my Remarks on Warton 
are promised insertion in the next month's Mirror, and 
that my Essay on Truth is printed in the present (April) 
Monthly Visitor. The Preceptor I shall not be aUe to 
send yon until the end of this month. The Visitor yo9 
^11 herewith receive. The next month's Mirror I sball 
consequently huy. I wish it were not quite so expensive^ 
as I think it a very good work. Benjamin Tboinp0OD» 
Capel Loffl, Esq. Robert Bloomfield, Thomas Dermody, 
* Mr. Gilchrist^ under the signature of Octavius, Mrs. 
Biore, a noted female writer, under the signatore of 
Q. Z. are correspondents ; and the Editors are not oidy 
men of genius and taste, but of the greatest respectability. 
As I shall now be a regular contributor to this work, and 
US I think it contains much good matter^ I have half an 
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iBcItottioii to take it in, more especially as you have get 
tlie prior volumes; but in the present state of my 
finances, it will not be prudent, unless you accede to a 
proposal which, I think, will be gratifying to yourself. 
It b lo Uke it, in conjunction with me, by^which means 
we shall both have the same enjoyment of it, with half 
the expence* It b of little consequence who takes them, 
only he must be expeditious in reading them. If you 
have any the least objection to this scheme, do not sup- 
press it thro' any regard to punctilio. I have only pro- 
posed it, and it is not very material whether you concur 

or not ; only exercise your own discretion* 

« 

You 'say, (speaking of a passage concerning you in my 
tesQ '^ this is compliment sufficient, the rest must be 
flattery." — Do you seriously, Neville, think me capable 
of flattery? o 

As you well know I am a carping, critical little dog, 

you will not be surprised at my observing that there is 

oae figure in your last that savours rather of the ludi- 

CKOtts, where you talk of a *' butterfly hcpping from 

Jbook to book." 

As to the something that I am to find out, that is a 
perpetual bar to your progress in knowledge, &c. I am 
jnclined to think. Doctor, it is merely conceit. You 
fimey that you cannot write a lettei: — you dread its idea ; 
you conceive that a work of four volumes would require 
4he labours of a life to read through; you persuade 
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younelf that you cansot retain what yon read, aad id 
despair do not att^npt to eoncjaer these visioiMiry im-* 
pediments. Confidence, Neville, m one's own abilities, 
is a sure forerudfier (in similar circumstances with the 
present) of success. As an illustration of this, I beg lea,Vd 
to adduce the exanoiipleof Pope, who bad so high a scnsei 
in his youth, or rather tn his infancy, of his own capa« 
eity, that there vma nothing of which, when once aet 
about it, he did not think himself capable ; and as Dr» 
Johnson has observed, the natural consequence of ttni 
mioute perception of his own powers, was his arming a| 
so high a pitch of perfection as it was possible for a maa^ 
with his few natural endowments, to attain. 



When you wish to read Johnson's Lives of the Poets^ 
send for them. I have lately purchased them. I have 
now a large library. My mother allows me ten pounds 
per annum for clothes. I always dress in a respectable, 
and even in a genteel manner, yet I can make much less 
ihan this sum suffice. My father generally gives me one 
coat in a year, and I make two serve. I then receive 
one guinea per annum for keeping my mother's bpoks ; 
^ne guinea per annum pocket money; and by other 
means I gain, perhaps, two guineas more per annum : so 
that I have been able to buy pretty many, and when you 
come home you wiU find me in my study, surrounded 
with books and papers. I am a perfect garretter : great 
p^t of my library, however, consists of professional 
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iMMkib H«w jmanmi Biirke^on tBa Sublime f Kaox't 
Winter Evening — can lend them to yoi^ if you bavefol* 

ReaHy, Neville, were you fully senaible how much my 
time is occupied, prindpaliy about my profession, as a 
primary concern, and mtbe boun neeessariiy set apart to 
lelaxation on polite literature, to which, as a hobby hoise^ 
I am very desirous of paying some attention, you would 
not be angry at my delay in writing, or my short letters. 
It is always with ji^ that I devote a leisure hour to you, 
as it affords you gratification ; and rest assured that I al- 
ways participate in your pleasure, and poiguantly feel 
every adverse incident which causes you pain. 

Permit me, however, again to observe, that one of my 
sheets b equal to two of yours, and I cannot but consider 
this as a kind of fallacious deception, for you always 
think that your letters contain so much more than mine, 
because they occupy more room. If you were to count 
the words, the difference would not be so great You 
roust also take in account the unsealed communications 
to periodical works, which I now reckon a part of my 
letter, and therefore you must excuse my concluding, on 
Ihe first sheet, by assuring you that I still remain. 

Your friend and brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. A postscript is a natural appendage to a letter. — 
I only have to say^ that positively you shall receive a 
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six Of ei^ sheet letter, sod tint writtes k|ildjr»^ :er# 



TO MK BOOrm. 

% 

Nottiflg|baiii> Angittt 12tiiy 1801^ 

I MUST beg leave to apologize for not having re-» 
turned my sincere acknowledgments to yourself, and Mnr. 
Booth, for your very acceptable presents at an earlier 
period. I now, however, acquit myself of the duty, amd 
assure you, that from both of the works I have received 
much gratification, and edification, but more pjarticularly 
from one on the Trinity*, a production which displays 
much erudition, and a very laudable zeal for the true 
interests of religion. Religious polemics, indeed, have 
seldom formed a part of my studies ; though, whenever 
I happened accidentally to turn my thoughts to the sub^ 
ject of the protestant doctrine of the Godhead, and com- 
pared it with Arian and Socinian, many doubts' inter- 
fered, and I even began to think tliat the more nicely 
the subject was investigated, the more perplexed it would 
appear, and was on the point of forming a resolution to 



■A«;>«ju- 



f Junes on the Trioitj. 



ga to beaven in, my owd way, without meddUog or >«- 
volviog myself in the inextricable labyrinth of con^a> 
versial dispute, when I received and perused this excel- 
lent treatise, which finally cleared up the mists which my 
ignorance had conjured around me, and clearly pointed 
out the real truth; The intention of the author pre- 
cluded the possibility of his employing the ornaments 
and graces of composition in his work ; for as it wit 
meant for all ranks, it must be suited to all capacities; 
but the arguments are drawn up, and arranged in so 
forcible and perspicuous' a manner, and are written so 
plainly, yet pleasingly, that I was absolutely charmed 
with titem. 

The " Evangelical Clergyman" is a very smart piece ; 
the author possesses a considerable portion of sarcastic 
spirit, and no little acrimony; perhaps cot consistent w&h 
the christian meekness which he wishes to inculcate. ~ I 
consider, however, that Loudon would not have man; 
graces, or attractions, if despoiled of all the amusements 
to which, in one part of his pamphlet, he objects. lu 
theory, the destruction of these vicious recreations, is 
very fine ; but, in practice, I am afraid he would find it 
quite different. * ♦ ♦ Th^ other parts of this 
piece are very just, and such as every person must sub- 
scribe to. Clergymen, in general, are not what they 

ought to be ; and 1 think Mr. -— has pointed out 

their duties very accurately. But I am afraid I shall be 
deemed impertinent and tiresome, in troubiing'^you with 
ill-timed and obtrusive opinions, and beg leaver tljiere* 

VOL. I. ® 
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■ « ■ 

^ fore, to conclade, with respects to jounAf and Mrsw 
Booth, by assuring yon that I am, according to custom, 
from time immemorial, and in due form^ 

Dear Sir, 
Your obliged humble Servant, 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO MR. CHARLESWORTH. 

NQtltngbam, " l80t» 

PEAR SIR, 
I AM sure you will excuse me for not having im- 
mediately answered your letter, when I relate the cause. 
«— I was preparing, at that moment when I received 
yours, a ^olume of poems for the press, which I shall 
shortly see published. I finished and sent them off for 
London last night ; and I now hasten to acknowkdlge 
your letter. 

I am very happy that any poem o/ mine should meet 
with your approbation. I prefer the cool and dispas- 
sionate praise of the discriminate few, to the boisterous 
applause of the crowd. 

Our professions, neither of them Icare mufh leisure 
for the study of polite literature ; I myself have, bow- 
ever, coined time, if you will allow IIm metaphor, mid 
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-while I have made such a proficiepcy m the law, aS;}ii# 
ensured me the regard of my governors, I have j^cj my 
secret devoirs to the ladies of Helicon. My draughts, 
at the " fountain Arethuse/' it is true, have beenfrinci* . 
pally made at the hour of midnight, when even the gitar- 
diao nymi^s of the well may be supposed to have slept; 
they afe, consequently, stolen apd forced. I do not see 
any thing in the confinement of our situations, in' the 
meantime, which should separate congenial minds. A 
literary acquaintance is, to me, always valuable; and a 
friend, whether lettered or unlettered, is highly worth 
cultivation. I hope we shall both of us have enough lei- 
sure to keep up an intimacy, which began very agre^bly 
for me, and has been ^suffered to decay with.Tegret. 

I am not able to do justice to your unfortui^ate friend 
Gill; I knew him only superficially, imd yet I saw 
enough of his unassuming modesty, and simplicity of 
Biaoners, to feel a conviction that he had a valuable heart. 
The verses on the other side are perhaps benesAh medio- 
crity ; they are, sincerely, the work of thirty minutes 
this morning, and I send them to yon with all their im-> 
perfections on their head. 

Perhaps they will have sufficient merit for the Notting- 
ham paper, at least their locality will shield them a little 
in that situation, and give them an interest they do not 
ddierwise possess. 

Do you think calling the Naiads of the fouUtaans 

G 2 ■ 
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*' Nymphs of Paeon," it an allowable liberty? The aHu- 
aion is to their healthy and bracing qualities. 

Tlie last line of the seventh stanza contains an apparent 
pkanasm, to say no worse of it, and yet it was not writ- 
ten as such. The idea was from the shriek oi Death 
(personified), and the scream of the dying man. 



ELEGY 

Ocauimtd hy the Death of Mr. Gilly who was drowned in the 
river Trentf whUe bathing, yth August, 1802. 

1- 

HE rank — th* impetuous river rolFd along, 
Therallen wave betra/d his dying breath* ; 

And rising sad, the rustling sedge among, 
The gale of evening touch'd the cords of death. 

Nymph of the Trent ! why didst not thou appear 
To snatch the victim from thy felon wave? 

Alas! too late thou cam'st to embalm his bier,' 
And deck with water flags his early grave. 



* This line may appear somewhat obscure^ — It. alludes to the 
last iMibbling of the water, after a person lias sunk, caused byithe 
ihial expiation of the air from the lungs ; inhakitiou, by intro. 
ducbg the water; produces suffocation. 
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Triumphant, riding o*er its tamid prey, 
Rolls the red stream in sanguinary pride ; 

While anxious crouds, in vain, expectant stay. 
And ask the swoln corse from the murdering tide* 

4. 

The stealing tear-drop stagnates in the eye. 
The sudden sigh by friendship's bosom prov'd^ 

I mark them rise — I mark tlie genVal sigh; 
Unhappy youth ! and wert thou so belov'd? 

5. 

On thee, as lone I trace the Trenf s green brink. 
When the dim twilight slumbers on the glade ; 

On thee, my thoughts shall dwell, nor Fancy shrink 
To hold mysterious converse with thy shade, 

6. 

Of thee, as early I, with vagrant feet. 

Hail the grey-sandal'd mom in Colwick's vale, 

Of thee, my tfylvan reed shall warble sweetj 
And wild- wood echoes shall repeat thetate. 

And oh ! ye nympha of Paeon ! who preside 
/O'er running rill and salntary stream, 

4jruard ye in future well the Halcyon tide, 

JFrom the rude Death-shriek and the dying scream. 
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TO HI9 BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottiogham, 10th Fcbniaiy, 1803. 
DEAft NEVILLE, 



NOW with regard to the subscription, I shall cer- 
tainly agree to thb mode of publication, and I am very 
much obliged to you for what you say regarding it. But 
we must wait (except among your private friends) until we 
get Lady Perby's answer, and Praposah are printed. I 
think we shall readily raise 350, though Nottingham is 
the worst place imaginable for any. thing of that kind. 
Even envy will interfere. I shall send^ proposals to 
Chesterfield, to my uncle ; to Sheffield, to Miss Galea's, 
(booksellers), whom I saw at Chesterfield, and who have 

lately sent me a pressing invitation to S , accom-. 

panied with a desire of Montgomery, (the Poet Paul 
Positive), to. seeine; to Newark —Allen and Wright, my 
friends there, (the latterli bookseller), and I think if they 
were stitched up with all the Monthly Mirrors, it would 
promote the subscription. You are not to take any 
money ; that would be absolute begging : the subscribers 
put down their names, and pay the bookseller of whom 
they get the copy. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEYXLLE. 



Nottiogliaiii, torh March, 180$, 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I AM cured of patrouage hunting ; I will not expose 
myself to any more similar mortilications, but shall thank 
you to send the manuscripts to Mr. Hill, with a note 
stating that I had written to the Duchess, and receiving 
uo answer, you had called, and been informed by a ser- 
vant that in all probability she never read the letter, as 
she desired to know what the book was left there for ; 
that you had^ in consequence, come away with the ma- 
nuscripts, under a conviction that your brother would 
give her Grace no further trouble. State also that ypu 
have received a letter from me, expressing a desire tGat 
the publication might be proceeded on, without any fur* 
tlb[er solicitation or delay. 

A name of eminence was, nevertheless, a most desira* 
fole thing to me in Nottingham, as it would attach more 
respectability to the subscription ; but I see all furthei 
efforts will only be productive of procrastination. 



I think you may as well begin to obhiin subscribers 
timongst friends, now, though the prgposals may not be 
issued at present 

G 4 
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I have got twenty-three, witliout making the affair 
public at all, * among my immediate acquaintance: and 
mind, I neither solicit nor draw the conversation to the 
inbject, but a rumour has got abroad, and has been re- 
ceived more favourably than I expected. 



» * 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottiogham, 2nd May, 1803. 
BSAlt NEVILLE, 

I HAVE jmt gained a piece of intelligence which 
much vexes me. Robinson, the bookseller, knows that 
I have written to the Duchess of Devonshire, and he 
took the liberty (certamly an unwarrantable one) to men- 
tion it to * * * *, whose ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
was inscribed to her Grace. Mr. ♦ ♦ ♦ said, that 
unlcfss I had got a friend to deliver the poems, personal- 
fy, into the hands of her Grace, it was a hundred to one 
that they ever reached her ; that the porter at the lodge 
bums scores of letters and pacquets a day, and particu- 
larly all letters by the twopenny post are consigned to 
the^fire. The rest^ if they are not particularly excepted, 
as inscribed with a pass name on the back, are thrown 
into a closet, to be reclaimed at leisure. He said, the 
way he proceeded was this:*^He kft his ca^atfaeit 
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door, and the next day called, and wat admitted. Hcf ' 
Grace then gave him permissiooy vvith this previso, that 
the dedication was as i h<irt as possible, and conlained no • 
compliments, as t!ie Diike had takea offence at some ^ 
lacli compliments. 

Now, as my letter was delivered by you at the door, I 
have scarcely a doubt that it is classed with the penny 
post lettfTs, and burnt. If my manuscripts are destroyed, 
I am ruined, but I hppe it is otherwise. However, I 
think you had better call immediately, and ask ft>r a par- 
cel for Mr. H. White, of Nottingham. They will, of 
course, say they have no such parcel ; and then, perhaps, 
you may have an opportunity of asking whether a pac- 
quet, left in the manner you left mine, had any probabi- 
lity of reaching the Duchess. If you obtain no sali^fiic* ' 
ticm, there remains no nay of re-obtaiotng my volume^ but 
thb, (and I fear you will never agree to put it in execu* ' 
tion): to leave a card, with your name inscribed, (Mr. J, 
N.^hite), and call the next day. If you are admitted, 
yon will state to her Grace the purport of your errand, 
as for a volume of poems in manuscript, sent by your 
brother a fortnight ago, with a letter* (say from Notting- 
ham, as a reason why I do not wait on her), requesthig 
permission of dedication to Iter; and tliat as you found'- 
her Grace had not received them* you had taken the 
liberty, after many enquiries at her door, to lequesi to 
see her in person, 

I hope your diffidence will nol be put to tibia leit ; I 



L^Mi^'t-. 
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hope you will get th^ poems without trouble^ as for bag- 
ging pQtrooige, I am tired to the soul of it, and shall give 
ilVup. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottingham, 180S. 

BEAR NEVILLE, 

I WHITf^ you, with intelligence of a very important 
nature^ You some time ago had an intimation of my 
wish to enter the church, in case my deafness was not re- 
mcVed.— About a week ago I became acquainted with 
the Rev. — , late of St. John's Collegie, Cam- 
bridge, and in consequence of what he has said, 1 have 
finally determined to enter myself of Trinity College, 
Cambridge, with the approbation of all my friends. 

Mr, -, says that it is a shame to keep me 

away from the University, and that circumstances are of 
no importance. He says, that if I am entered of Trinity, 
Inhere they are all select men, I must necessarily, with 
my abilities, arrive at preferment. He says be wiii be 
answerable that the first year I shaH obtain a Scholarship, 
or an exhibition adequate to my support. That bv the 



time I have beep office yean standrng, I shall of course 
beoome a Fellow, (2001. a year); that with the Fellim- 
ship, I may hold a Professorship, (500l. per aonuni); and 
a liviog or curacy until better preferments occur. He 
says, that there is no uncertainty in the church to a truly 
pious man, and a man of abilities aiid eloquence. That 
those who are unprovided for, are generally men who, 
having no interest, are idle drones, or dissolute de- 
bauchees, and therefore ought not to expect advance- 
ment. Tliat a poet, in particular, has the means of pa- 
tronage in his pen; and that, in one word, no young 
roan can enter the church (except he be of family), with 
better prospects tbati myself. On the other hand, Mr. 
Enfield has himself often observed, that my deafness 
vvili be an insuperable obstacle to me, as an attorney, and 
has said how unfortunate a thing it was for me not to 
have known of the growing defect, in my organs of hear- 
ing;, before I articled myself. «Under these circum- 
stances^ I. conceive I should be culpable did I let go sq. 
good an opportunity as now occurs. Mr. ■ 

will write to all his university friends, and he says there 
is so much liberality there, that they will never let a 
young man of talents be turned from his studies by want 

•■ Yesterday I spoke to Mr. Enfield, and he» with un- 
exampled generosity, said that he saw clearly what w s|d- 
TaiitageoiB thing it would be for me; that I must be 
iensitde what a great loss he and Mr« CoMham woulcl 
toffel'; but that he was e^tiiia oeither be, nor Mr. 
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•^, could oppose themselves to any thing which 



\V3S so much to my advantage. When Mr. C- 

returns from London, the matter will be settled with my 

mother* 

All my mother's friends seem to think this an excellent 
thing for nie, and will do all in their power to forward 
me. - 

Now we cora^ to a very important part of the busi- 
ness — the means. I shall go with my friend Robert, in 
the capacity of Sizar, to whom the expense is not lAore 
than 60l. per annum. Towards this Sum, my mother, 
will contribute 20l. being what she allows n\e now for 
clothes; (by this means she will save my board) ^ imd, 
for the residue, I must trust to getting a Scholarship, or 
Chapel Clerk's post. But, in order to make this residue 
certain, I shall, at the expiration of twelve montlis, pubh- 
lish a second volume of poems by subscription. 



My friend, Mr. , says, that so far as his means 

will go, I shall never ask assistance in vain. He has but 
a small income, though of great family. He has just 
lost two rectories by scruples of Conscience, and now 

preaches at for 801. a year. The following 

letter he put into my hand as I was leaving him, aAer 
having breakfasted with him yesterday. He put it into 
my hand, and requested me not to read it until I got 
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home. It is a breach of trust letting you see it, but I 
wish you to know his character. 

** My dear Sir, 
** I sincerely wish I had it in my power to render you 
*'' any essential service, to facilitate your passing through 
College: believe me, I have the u^V/, but not the 
means. Should the enclosed be of any service, eiib^t 
to purchase books, or for other pocket expenses, I re- 
vest your acceptance of it ; but must intreat you not 
*^ to notice it, either to myself, or any living creatqre : I 
** piay God that you may employ those talents that he 
** has given you, to his glory, and to the benefit of ^is 
** people. I have great fears for you ; the temptalious 
of College are great. Believe me. 

Very sincerely yours. 









The enclosure was 2l. 2s. I could not refuse w^at 
was so delicately offered, though I was sorry to take it : 
he is truly an amiable character. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

% Nottinghfliiny 1803. 

DEAR N^ILLE, 

YOU iHdy conceive i/viih what emotions I redd yoor 
brotherly letter; I feel a very great degree of averaibn 
to burtheniog my family any more than I have done, and 
now do ; but an offer so delicate and affectionate I can- 
not refuse, and if I should need pecuniary a^istance, 
which I am in hopes I shall not, at least after the Jiht 
year^ I shall, without a moment's hesitation, apply to my 
brother Neville, 

My college schemes yet remain in a considerable de- 
gree of uncertainty ; I am very uneasy thereabouts. I 
have not heard from Cambridge yet, and it is very doubt- 
ful whether there be a vacant Sizarship in Trinity ; so 

that I can write you no further information on this head. 

« ■ « « 

I suppose you have seen my Review in this month's 
Mirror, and that I need not comment upon it ; such a 
review I neither expected, nor in fact deserve. 

I shall not send up the Mirror this month, on this ac- 
count, as it is policy to keep it, and you have, no doubt, 
received one from Mr. Hill. 
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^e errors in the Greek. quotati<Hi I perceived tbe 
moment I got down the first copies, add altered ^nl» in 
most. With the pen ; they are very unlucky ; I hate seiit 
up the copies for the reviews myself, in order that I might 
make the correction in them. m 

I have got mm to write letters to dl the Reviewersi, 
mrtl 'licipNi yon will excuse my abrupt conclusion of tfab 
iettei^ on that score. 

l^m. 

Dear Neville, 

Aflectionately yours, 

H.K. WHITE. 

f shall write to Mr. Hill now the first thing; I owe 
much to him. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

#.^ 

Nottingham, 

Mt BBAR BBN, 

m m m 

AND now, my dear Ben, I must confess your letter 
gave me much paid ; there is a tone of despondence in 
it which I must condemn, inasmuch as it is occasioned 
by curcumstances which do not involve your own exer- 
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tioiis, bnt wfiith are utterly iodepenrfent of yourself: if 
you do your duty, wby lunieut that it is uot productivet 
Id wiiatever situatiou ue may be placed, there is a duly 
we owe to God and reli'.jon ; it is resignatii»o, — nay, I 
may say contentment. All tbinf^s are in the hands of 
God ; and shall we mortals (if we do not abs4>Iutely re- 
pine at his dispeasaticms), be fretful under them 1 I do 
beseech you, my dear Ben, summon up the'chnstian 
within you, and, steeled with holy fortitude, ^o on your 
way rejoicing ! T!iere is a species of morbid ^ensibility 
to which I myself have often been a victim, which preys 
upon my heart, and, without giviiig birth to one actively 
useful, or benevolent feeling, does but brood on selfisli 
sorrows, and magnify its own misfortunes. The evils of 
such a sensibility, I pray to God you may never feel, but 
I would have you beware, for it grows on persons of a 
certain disposition, before they are aware of it. 

I am sorry my letter gave you pain, and I trust my 
suspicions were without foundation. Time, my dear Ben, 
is the 'discoverer of hearts, and I feel a swe«t confidence 
that he will knit ours yet more closely together. 

I believe my lot in life is nearly fixed ; a month will 
tell me whether I am to be a minister of Christ, in the 
established church, or out. One of tlie two I am now 
finally resolved, if it phase God, to be: I know my 
own unworthiness ; I feel deeply that 1 am far from 
being that pure and undefiled temple of the Holy Ghost, 
that a miubter of the word^f life ought to be ; yet still I 
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Imve ao anacqountstUe hope that the Lord will sanctify 
ray efforts) that he will purify me^ and that I shall be- 
come his deyoted servant. 

I am at present under afflictions and contentions of 
i^irit, heavier than I have yet ever experienced. I thinks 
at times, I am iuad, and destitute of religion. My pride 
is not yet subdued ; the unfavourable review (in the 
^^'^ Monthly'^ of my unhappy work, has cut deeper than 
you could have thought ; not in a literary point of view, 
but as it affects my respectability. It represents me 
actually as a beggar^ going about gatherinj; money to 
put myself at college, when my book is worthless; and 
tbis, with every appearance of candour. They have 
been sadly misinformed respecting me; thisl^view goes 
before me wherever, I turn my steps; it haui^ts me ii%- 
, cessantly* and I am persnaded it is an instrument in the 
bands of Satan to drive me to distraction. I must leave 
JNottingliam. If the answer of the Eiland Society!)^ 
uidavourable,. I purpose Writing to the Marquis of WeL* 
lesley, to offer myself as a student at the academy he has 
instituted at Fort Williara, in Bengal, and at the proper 
^ge to take orders there. The missionaries, at that 
place, have done wonders already, and I should, I hope, 
be a valuable labourer in the vineyard. If the Marquis 
taike no notice of yny application, or do not accede to my 
proposal, I shall place myself in some otl^r way of 
making a meet preparation for the holy office, either in 
the CalvinistijC Academy, or in one of the Scotch Uuf- 
' VOJi*. I. H . 
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verrities, where I shall be able io five at aeaitdy aay 
e^peace,* 



to MR. R. A- 



Nottiiighaiii>18tfa Aprili 1804. 
MY DEAR ROBERT, 

I HAVE just received your letter. Most fervcf^lj 
do I return thanks to God for this providential o|)(eaiag; 
it has breathed new animation into me, and my bEemt 
expands with the prospect of becoming the minister of 
Christy where I most desired it ; but where I almost 
feared all probability of success was nearly at. an end« 
Indeed, I had begun to turn my thoughts to the dis- 
sentersy as people of whom I was destined, not by choice^ 
but necessity, to become the pastpr. Still, althougi^ I 
knew I should be happy any where, so that I were a 
profitable labourer in the vineyard, I did, by uo mean^ 
feel that calm, that indescribable satis&ction which I do, 
when I look toward that church, which I tliink, in the 
main, formed on the apostolic model, and from which I 
am decidedly of opinion there is no positive grounds for 
dissent I return thanks to God for keeping me so long 



* This letter uras not seen by the editor till after the pre^Umy 
memour was printed* 



'99 

M U MB p e n te, for I knoMrk has been beneficial to nyaool^ 
and I fed a considerable trust that the way is, now about 
to be made clear, and that my doubts and fears on this 
head will, in due time, ibe removed. 

Could I be admitted at St. John's, I conclude, from 
what I have heard, that m;^ provision - would be ade- 
quate ; not otherwise. From my mother I could depend 
on 15 or 201. a year, if she live, toward college expences^ 
and I could spend the long vacation at home. The 20l. 
per aimum from my brother would suffice for clothes, &c. 
BO itet if r could procure 20l. ayeiar more, as you seem 
to 'ffaink I may, by the kindness of Mr. Martyn, I con- 
ceive I might, with e<;onomy, be sofqported at College : 
of this, however, you are the best judge. 

You may conceive bow much I feel obliged by Mr. 
Martyn, on this head, as well as to you, for your un- 
wearying exertions. Truly, friends have risen up to me 
in quarters where I could not have expected them, and 
th^ have been raised, as it were, by the finger of God. 
I kaVe reason, above all men, to be grateful to the fk- 
tbw of all mercies, for his loving kindness towards me : 
surety no one can have had more experience of the father- 
ly concern with which God watches over, protects, and 
succours his chosen seed, than I have had ; and surdy 
b6d6 could have less expected sueh a manisfestation of his 
^race» and none could have less merited its continuance. 
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, lo pursuance of your iojunctioDy I AM lay aside Or<H 
ttus/ and take up Ckera and Lity, or Tacitus. In Girdek^ 
I'Aiust rest contented, for the ensuing fourteen days, with 
tbe Testament ; I shdli then have conquered th^ go^psis* 
and if things go on smoothly, the Acts. I shall then 
read Homer, and perhaps Plato's Phaedon, \i-hicb I lately 
picked ufpf at a Stall. My classical knowledge is very 
iuperficial ; it has very little depth or solidity : but I 
have really so small a portion of leisure, that I wonder 
9tt the progress I do make. I believe I must copy the 
pld divines, in rising at four o'clock, for my evenings are 
so much taken up with visiting the sick, and with youi^ 
men who come for religious conversation^ that there is 
but Bttle tune for study. 



TO MR. B. MADBOCK. 

Nottiitgham, 524th April, 1804. 
MY DEAR BEN, 

TRULY I am grieved, that wbenever I undertake to 
be tbe messenger of glad tidings I should frustrate my 
own design, and communicate to my good intelligence a 
taint of sadness, as it were 6y contagion. Most joyfully 
did I sit down to write my last, as I knew I had where^ 
with to administer comfort to you ; and yet, after all, I 
find that by gloomy anticipations I have converted my 



loi 

Vobam into bitleraes$> and bav^ by no V9fim$ uitpKrtoil 
tlmt jDoaiijied pkasiire which I wbhed to .4o, 

* . • . . 

FOi^bodiqgs ^nd dismal cukulations wee, I aiQ^ ^coor 
vi^^dy yery iise^ss, and I think Vjery4>eniioipua qieciir 
UHinaa — ** .Sufficient for the d^y l» ilf& evU ^reof/'-r 
^4 yet bpw apt are w^, when imminent trials mole^ ufl» 
to incrc^aae the bvrlbeii by melancholy rmniiiatioiis pti 
i^t^ire evils — evil$ ^bwh exiat only in our own im^giiiar 
tions — and which, should they be realized, .tf^ill eeiftiiinlir 
arrive in time to oppress us sufficiently, without our 
f^iijilDig io their exislQuce by preyipui af^teb^PfioilQU find 
thus, voluntarily hicurring^be penalty qf mi^fprti^qes yi^ 
in |pro«peetiye> and trials yet iinbpm. I^et u^ giuu:4 
iheB, 1 beseedi you« s^gaio^ these uqgratefii^l diyin^^ii^ 
into the .wo^lb of futudty — ^we know pur afip^irs 2^^ ^ 
Ai^ blinds of one who has wisdom tp do fcir u^ beyop^ 
oi» i^rrow prudeiice> and we.Gannot,*byJta)Mng tl^tigli^ 
fXvoid any afflictiv/e disp^n^tion which GQd's provkiefM^ 
pmay have in store for us. Let us therefore ^qy .M(itb 
tibefnkfiilness the ipresi^nt; sunshine, ^Ithofit adyeirting :tP 
the coming storm. Few fu)d tirausitpry f^rie the ii^tqr)!^ 
^f cahn ^nd settled day with which wjp are .peered ;isx 
the tem|)estuous voyage of'.Ufe; we qnght tber^Oqs to 
enjoy them, while they last, with unmixed delight, and not 
^ti;^i;i..the blessing it|to a curse, by laipenting th^t jt c^inot 
jmdiire without interruption. We, my :belD¥ed ifriond* 
-jwe tuuted in oor affections by no common bands^-^bands 
<«hlcb Ltrost are too strong to^^ easily dissevensd — yet 

US 



102 

ive know not what God may intend with retpect to Us, %M 
have we any busmess to enquire — ^we should rdy m the 
mercy of qur Father, who is in heaven' — and, if we are to 
anticipate, we shootd hope tbe l>e8t I stand s<^hb£- 
cused therefore for my prurient, and, I may say, crrv^ 
Ugkms fears. A prudent foresight, as it may guard us 
from many impending dangers, is laudable ; but a mor- 
bid propensity to seize and brood over future ills is ago- 
nising, while it b utterly useless, and therefore ought to 
be repressed. 

I have received intelligence, since writing the above> 
which neariy settles my future destination. A r ■ ■ iiH 
IbroM me, that Mr* Martyn, a fellow of St. John's, has 
about 20l. a year to dispose of, towards ke^og a rdi* 
gious man at college — and he seems convinced tha^ if , 
my knother allows vok 201. a year more, I may life at S^» 
•John's, jH'ovided I could gain admittance, whieb,'atthiA 
college, is difficult, unless you have previously siODd it 
the list for a year. Mr. Martyn thinks, if I propoteantdf 
immediately, I shall get upon the foundation, and by thii 
day ts post 1 have transmitted testimonials of my dasocti 
acquirements. In a few days, therefore, I hope to hcif 
that I am on the boards of St. John's. 

Mr. Dashwood has informed me, that he also has ic^ 

ceived a letter from a gentleman, a magistrate near'OssH 

: bridge, offering me all the assistance in bis power to* 

wards getting through college, so as there be no oblipf" 

tion. My way therefore is now pretty clear. 
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r : lihafe just riaefi from my knees, rdtamiog tbanks to 
«ir . kcftveoW Father for this providential opening— my 
he^ ia quite full. Help me to be grateful to him, and 
pcf y that I may he a fiuthful minister of his word. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

NotUngbam. 

* • • • 

MY BEAR NEVILLE, 

I Srr down with unfeigned pleasure to write, in com- 
pliance with your request, that I would esLplain to you 
the leal doctrines of the church oi England, or wbt if the 
same thing, of the Bible. This subject is most important* 
xsasnmch as it affects that part of man which is iocor'" 
mptible, and which must exist for ever — ^his soid. When 
Ood made the brute creatioo, he merely eaabodied the 
dust of the earth, and gave it the power of locomotion, or 
of movmg aboat, and of existbg in a certain sphere. Ia 
ofd«r to afford mute animals a rule of action, by which 
tbey might be kept alive, he implanted ia them certain 
instiacts from which they can never depart. Such is that 
of self-preservation and the selection of proper food.^ — 
But he not only endued man with these powers, b«A he 
gave him mind, or spirit — a faculty which enables him to 
iTOiinate on the objects which he does not see — to com** 
pare knpKessions — to invent — and to fed pleasure and 

H4 
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p&in, whea their causes are either gene or {M8t» Mr lie m. 
fbe fiitare. This is what constitutes the human soul. Il 
is an immaterial essence— no one knows what it coosiilli 
of, or where it reiftides ; the btittin and the heart Bre tt# 
organs, which it most seems to affect ; but it would be 
absurd to infer therefrom, that the material organs of 
Ihe heart and the brain constitute the soul, seeing that 
the impressions of the mind sometimes afiect one organ 
and sometimes the other. Thus, when any of the pas- 
sions—love, hope, fear, pleasure, or pam are excited, we 
feel them at our heart. When we discuss a topic of cool 
reasoning, the process is carried on in the brain, yet both 
parts are in a greater or less degree acted upon on: all 
occasions, and We may therefore conclude, that the flool 
resided in neither individually, but is an i$mnateriMl spirit 
-^Which occasionally impresses the one and occasionalljf 
Ihe other. That the soul is immaterial, hlu been proved 
to a mathematical demonstration. When we strike, wt 
lift lip our arm— when we walk, we protrude our legs al» 
teitaately, — but when we think, we move no organ : the 
reason depends on no action of matter, but seems as tt 
were to hover over us, to regulate the machine ot our 
bodies, and to meditate and speculate on things abstmot 
as Well as simple, extraneous as well as connected wfth 
our individual welfare, without having any bond whieb 
can unite it with our gross corporeal bodies. The flesh 
is like the temporary tabernacle which the soul inhabit!^ 
govesns, and regulates ; but as it does not consist in anj 
organisation of matter, our bodies may die and relom 
to the dust from whence they were taken, while our 
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JBCOtporeal* ees^iiees — are ioca|Ndi>l€ ,of djeath and sumir 
lalatioo. Tbei«|Miitis tiiat portkm of Gods own imr 
taorbii nfAwre,: which he hvesithed into our diay at puf 
Uitb, and which therefore caonot be destroyed, ^but 
mil cooliaue to exist when its earthly habitation is laic- 
gled.with its parent dust. . We must admit therefovey 
what «11 ages and nations, savage as well as civiliae4» 
httre^acluiowledged, that we have souls, and that as tbey 
ate iocorporeal they do not die with our bodies, but arc 
nepessarily immortal. The question then naturally arisei^ 
i^bat becomes of th^m after death 1 Here, man of his 
f>wa wisdom must stop: — but God has thouglitfit, ia 
Us mercy, to reveal to us in a great measure the secret 
of (HUT natures, and in the Holy Scriptures we find a 
plain and intelligible account of the purposes of our' exr 
istiaioe,. and the things we have to expect in the wori4 
to come. And here I shall just remark, .tliat the authecH 
tkity and divine inspiration of Moses are established 
heyoqd a doubt ; and that no learned, man can possibly 
deny their authority. Over all natk)ns, even among tli^ 
Saniges of America, cut out as it were from the eastern 
wortd, there are traditions exiant of the flood, of Noah^ 
Moises, and other patriarchs, by names which come so^ 
near the proper ones, as to remove all doubt of llieir 
identity. You know mankind is continuallv encreasiof;^ 
iM number, and consequently, if you make a calculation 
backwards* the numbers mu^t continue lesseniu^ and 
lessening, until you come to a point where tliere wai» 
only one man. Well, according to the most probable 
ealcalation, this point will he foutid to be about 5,!S0(> 
^.ears^back, viz» the time of the cFeation^ makuig allows 
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mice for tiie flood. Moreover, there are appeacaticei 
upon the surface of the globe, which denote the manner 
in which it was founded, and the process thus developed 
will be found to agree very exactly with the Jigmiaiiwe 
account of Mo8es.~-(Of this I shall treat in a ssbae* 
t|nent letter.) — Admitting then that the books of the 
P^tateuch were written by divine inspiration, we see 
laid before us the whole history of our race, and iiudiKK 
iiig the prophets, and the New Testament, the wbole 
scheme of our future existence, we learn in the first 
place, that God created man in a state of perfect happ»^ 
ness, that he was placed in the midst of every tiling tbat 
could delight the eye or fascinate the mind, and that he 
had only one command imposed upon him, which he 
was to keep under the penalty of death. This command 
God has been pleased to cover to our eyes with impene- 
trable obscurity. Moses, in the figurative language of 
the East, calls it eating the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge 
of Good and Evil. But this we can understand, that 
man rebelled against the command of his Maker, and 
pluugied.himself by that crime, from a state of bliss to a 
slate of sorrow, and in iiie end, of death. — ^By death 
here is meant, the exclusion of the soul from future hap- 
piness. It followed, that if Adam fell from bliss, his 
posterity must fall, for the fruit must be like the parait 
stock, and a man made as it were dead must likewise 
bring forth children under the same curse.-~£vil cannot 
beget good. 

But the l^hentgn Father of tlie universe had pity upon 
Adam and his posterity, and knowin^r the frailty of our 
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'iMsitt h^ did not wish to assume the whole teftdrs of 
hii jitit Teogeanee. Still God is a being who is infioitelj 
Jutt, as well as infinitely merciful^ and therefore his de» 
^rees are not to be dispensed with, and his offended ja9- 
iS^ must have expfation. Tlie case of mankind was de- 
ph>rab1e ; — myriads* yet unborn were iniplicated by the 
crime of their common progenitor in general riiini - But 
Me tttercy of God prevailed, and Jesus Christ, the Mes- 
ik^ • of whom all ages talked before he came down 
amongst men, offered himself up as an atonement for 
^Kilrfi's crimes. — ^The Son of God himself, infinite in 
mercy, offered to take up the human fonn, to undergo 
tfab- severest pains of human life, and thei severest pangs 
of death ; he offered to lie under the power of the 
gi^ve for a certain period, and in a word to sustain all 
Hie punishment of our primitive disobedience in the 
stead of man. The atonement was infinite, because 
God's Justice is infinite ; and nothing but such an atone- 
ment could have saved the fallen race. 

Tlie death of Clirist then takes away the stain of ori- 
ginal sin, and gives man at least the power of attaining 
eternal bliss. Still our salvation is conditional, and we 
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bate certain requisitions to comply with, ere we can be 
secure of heaven. — Tlie next question then is, MTbat arc 
the conditions on which we are to be saved ? Tlie word 
of God here comes in again, in elucidation of our duty; 
the chief point insisted upon is, tliat we should keep 
God's Law contained in \\\e Ten Commandments, but as 
the omission or breach of one aitide of the twelve tables 
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if a crime jast of as great a magDilixie as the original 
•in, and entails the penalty on us, as much as if we had 
infringed the whole ; God, seeing our frailty, provided a 
means of effecting our salvation, in which nothing shoiil4 
be required of us but reliance on his truth,— God sent 
the Saviour to bear the weight of our sins ; he, there- 
fore, requires us to believe implicitly, that through bi$ 
blood we shall be accepted. This is tlie succedaoeiui 
which he imposed in lieu of the observance of the jnonil 
law. Faith! Believe, and ye shall be sAVKi>,<T-r 
He requires from us to tlirow ourselves upon IheRedeemei^ 
to look for acceptance through him alone, to regard our^ 
selves as depraved, debased, fallen creatures, who can ^ 
nothing worthy in bis sight, and who only hope for mercy 
through the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. Faith is the 
foundation stone ; Faith is the superstructure ; Faith i^ 
all in all. — " By Faith are ye saved ; by Faith are ye 
justified.'' 

How easy, my dear Neville, are the conditions God 
imposes upon us. He only commands us to feel the tie 
of common gratitude, to trust in the mediation of his 
Son, and all shall be forgiven us. And shall our pridc^ 
our deluded imagmations, our false philosophy, interfere 
to blind our eyes to the beauties of so benevolent, so 
benign a system! — Or shall earthly pleasures engross a^ 
our thoughts, nor leave space for a care for our souls !— ;- 
God forbid t^ As for Faith, if our hearts are hardened, 
and we cannot feel that implicit, tliat fervent belief, 
which ll)e scripture requires, let us pray to God, that 
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he will send his Holy Spirit down upon us, that he 
will enlighteu our understandings with the knowledge 
of that Truth which is too vast, too sublime, for hu- 
man uuderstandings, unassbted by Divine Grace, to 
comprehend. 

I have here drawn a hasty out-line of the gospel 
plan of salvation. In a future letter I shall endea- 
vour to fill it up. At present I shall only say, think 
6n these things! — ^They are of moment iuconceiv« 
able* — Read your bible,- in order to confirm yourself 
in these sublime truths, and pray to God to sanctify 
to you the instructions it contains. At present I 
would turn your attention, exclusively, to the New 
Testament Read also the book which accompanies 
this letter; — it is by the great Locke, and will serve 
to shew you what so illustrious a philosopher thought 
•f revelation. 
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TO MR. R. A- 



Nottingiiam, May 7th, 1804. 



DEA& ROBEET> 

« 



. YOU dou't know how I long to bear bow your decfa^ 
makion was received; and ** all about it/' as we say itt 
tbese parts. I bope to see k, wben I see its aatbor and 
prooouncer. Tbemistocles, do doubt, received due pnfii* 
frpm you, for bis valour and mhtlety; but I trust you 
poured down a torrent of eloquent indignation upon the 
ruling principles of bis actions, and tbe motive of bis 
.Induct; wbile you exalted tbe mild and unassuming 
virtues pf bi^ more amiable rival. Tbe object of Tbeip 
inistocles was tbe aggrandisement of bimself, tbal of 
Arisiides tbe welfare and prosperity of tbe state. The 
one endeavoured to swell tbe glory of bis country; tbe 
other to promote its security, external and internal, fo- 
reign and domestic. Wbile you estimated tbe services 
which Tbemistocles rendered to the state, in opposition 
to those of Aristides, you of course remembered that 
the former had the largest scope for action, and that be 
influenced his countrymen to tail into all his plans, while 
they banibhed liis competitor, not by his superior ymr 
dom, or goodness, but by those intrigues and factious 
artifices which Aristides would have disdained. Themis- 
tocles certainly did use had means to a desirable end : 
and if we may assume it as an axiom, that Providence 
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^fll forward the designs of a good, sooner than those of 
a bad man, whatever inequaKtyof abilities there may be 
betweeen the two characters, it will follow, that — had 
Athens remained under the guidance of Aristides, it would 
have been better for her. The difference between The* 
mistocles and Aristides seem to-* me to be this: That the 
former was a wise and 2l fortunate man. and that the 
latter, though he had equal wisdom, had not equal good 
ibrtiuie. We may admire the heroic qualities and the 
crafty policy of the one, but to the temperate and disio* 
teseated patriotism, the good and virtuous dispasitions 
of the other, we can alone give the meed of heart-felt 

I ^ooly mean by this, that we must not infer Themii* 
todes to have been the better or the greater vosm^ ^m^ 
cause he rendered more essential services to the state, 
Ihan Aristides, nor even that his system was the most 
judicious^ — but only, that by decision of character, and 
by good fortune, his measures succeeded best. 



The rules of composition, are, in my. opinion, viery 
few.^ If we have a mature acquaintance with our sub- 
jVIt, there is little fear of our expressing it as we ought ; 
provkkd we have had some little experience in writing. 
The first thing to be aimed at is perspicuity. That is the 
great point, which, once attained, will make all other ob- 
stacles smooth to us. In order to write perspioiously. 
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ire should have a p^-feci knowledge of the topic xm 
fvhich we ate about to treat, iu all its beariugtt and de^ 
fMnideocies. We diould ^iok well before hand, what 
will be the clearest method of conveying the drift <tf 
oar design. This is similar to what painters call the 
massing, or getting the effect of the more prominent 
lights and shades by broad daslies of the pencil. When 
<mr thesis is well arranged in our mind, and we faava 
predisposed our arguments, reasonings, and illustratioii% 
so as they shall all conduce to the object in view, iii re* 
gnhir sequence and gradation, we may sit down and ex^ 
*press onr ideas in as clear a manner as w^e can, always 
usiug such words as are most suited to our purpose; and 
when two modes of expression, equally luminous, present 
themselves, selecting tliat which is the most harmonious 
and elegant. 

It sometimes happens that writers, in aiming at perw 
ipicurty, over-reach themselves by employing too many 
words, and perplex the mind by a multiplicity of illus^ 
tratioiis. This is a very fatal error. Circumlocutiou 
seldom conduces to plainness; and you may take it as a 
maxim, that, when once an idea is clearly expressed, 
^tty additional siroke will only confuse the mind, and 
diminish the effect. 

When you have once learned to express yourself mtU 
deamess and propriety, you will soon arrive at eleganice. 
Every thing else, in fiict, will follow as of coarse«^ Bui 
I warn yon not to iuvert thd order of things,. 9niljbe 



fMrjrbj^' ybor additMes to the graces, vMbctt yov au^ Ml 
btf flifudjing perspicuity. Ydung writeri; in geiieraly aiA 
too solicitotis to round off their periodic and regulate tN 
cadences of their style. Hence the feeble pleonasms and 
i<fle repetitions which deform theh* pages. If yon would 
bave your compositions Tigorous, atad mascaline'in tbeif 
tone, let every WOBD tell; and when you detcfet 
yoorself polishing off a sentence with expletives, regard 
ykxm^ in eiLactly the same predicailient widi a poet 
who should eke out the" measure cff his verses with ** 
turn titum tee, Sir.'* 



So much for style- 
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TO MR. R. A 



I. i i m \^ 



Nottiogham, 9tl» lifay, 180(k 
MT DEAR FlIisNO, 



t* HAVE not spoken, as yet, to Messrs. Cpldham an4 
.£nfield. Your injunction to suspend so doing, has left 
me in n state of mind, which, I think, I am \>laraeablf 
for indulging, but which is indescribably psiiof|il« I faa4 

▼0|-.4» I 
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* 

no Bleep* last vii^if partly fr#m anxiety/ and parity tgom 
the effects of a low fever, wliicb has preyed on sly 
serves for tbe last six or seven days. I am afraid^ 
^obert^ my reiigion is very superficial. longbt not to 
fef^.tbis distrust of God's providence. Should I now be 
l^reveiHed from going to CoUege, I shall regard it as a 
just punishinent for my want of faith. 

i ...'•■ • 

I concklde Mr. Martyn has failed in procuring the 
s^d-fae expected* -Is it sol 



On these contingencies, Robert, you must know, fyum 
my peculiar situation, I shall never be able to get to Col- 
lege. My mother, at all times averse, has lately bijen 
pressed by one of the deacons of Castlegate Meeting, to 
prevail on me to go to Dr. Williams. This idea mow 
filb her head, and she would feel no small degree of 
pleasure in the ffaihire of my resources for College. 
Besides this, her natural anxiety for my welfare will 
nev^r aUow her to permit me to go to the University, de- 
pending almost entirely on herself, knowing not only 
the inadequacy f 'but the great uncertainty of her aid. 

Coldbam and Elnfield must likewise be satisfied that my 

• ■ - » 

way is clear : I tremble, I almost despair. A variety of 
contending emotions, which I cannot particularize, agi- 
tate my mind. I tremble lest I shonld have mistaken 
my call: these are solemn warnings; — but no— I cannot 
entertain tlie thought. To the ministry lam devoted. 
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X believe^ by God; in what way^ mutt be left to his pro« 
Yideace« 



MMHMMmhmi-a • ' 
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TO mS BROTHER NEVnXE- 

• ft I 

• •# • ?•,•••. 

• Nottii)giiaip, June, 18044 

1>EAr NEVILLE, 

IN answer to your question, whether the Sizars have 
any duties to perform, I answer no. Somebody, per* 
baps, has been hinting that there are servile offices to be 
performed by Sizars. It is a common bpinibp, but per* 
f^tly erroneous. The Oxford servitors, I lidieTe, have 
many unpleasant duties; but the Sizars at Cambridge 
only differ from the rest in cTame. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottipg^aniy Jtme 15tfa, 1804, 
MT DEAR FENr - 

I DO not sit down to write you a long letter^ for I 
httve been too much ^xhansted wHh mathematics to hsve 
much vigour of mthd left; my lines will therefore be 
wider than they are wont to be, and I shall, for once, be 
obliged to difiuse a little matter over a broad sur&ce. 
For ^condolatory letter I trust you have little need^at 
bylhistiBte you have no doubt learned to meet wild 
cdmness tiioie temporary privatioqa and inconvenieooftl 
mtitkp in this life, we must expect, and therefoie should 
be prepared to encounter. 

This is true — ^this is Christian philosophy : ft is a 
philosophy, in which we must all, sooner or later, be in- 
stituted, and which, if you stedfastly persist in seeking, 1 
am sure God will assist you to your manifest comibrt 
and peace. 

There are sorrows, and there are misfortunes which 
bow down the spuit beyond the aid of ail human cora^ 
fort. Of these, I know, my dear Ben, you have had 
more than common experience; but while the cup of 
life does overflow with draiights of such extreme aspcr 
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rityt we ought to fortify ourselves against jSrairr cf?3»/ta 
unimportant to man, who has much heftyiet* woes to ex- 
pect» and to the Christian, whose joys |ire laid beyond tte 
Verge oi moortal existence. There are afflictions, there 
ait privations, where death and Aoj^ IRRBCOVHRABLT 
blasted, leave no prospect pf retrieval, wben I WouU ii# 
more say to the 'mourner, '^ Man, wherefore weepest 
tbdnT' than. I would ask thft winds why they bier,' or 
the tempest why it raged« Sorrows like these, am •ite> 
cred : hut the inferior troubles of parHti separatioi^ 
vexatious occupation, and opposing current q{ human 
affiurs, are such as ought not, at leasts immodm^dy !• 
atfBct a Christian; but rather ought to be contemplated 
telhe necessary aeddents of life, atad disregarded wihite 
tli)Bir pains are most sensibly fob. 

. Do not think, I beseech you, my dear Ben, that I wish 
to represent your sorrows as light or trivial; I know 
they are not light ; I know they are not trivial : but I 
wkh t6 induce you to sum up the man within you^ and 
vrhiie those unhappy troubles, which you cannot alleviate^ 
teust continue to torment you^ I would exhort you to rise 
aiiperior to the crossesof life, ^nd shi»w yourself a genuine 
disciple of Jesus Christ, In the endurance of evil, without 
repining, or unavailable lamentations. 

, Blest as you are wilh the good^ testimony of an ap« 
proving conscience, and happy in an intimate communion 
with the all-pure, and ail mercifol God, these trifling 
concerns ought not to molest ]khi ; nay, were the tide of 
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•dversity to Xdin 1ltf^(mg tiguid^ 
friends to ' forsake you, and abject poverty to stare y<ra 
ia the face, you ought to be abundantly thankful to God 
for his merdes to you; you ought to consider yourself 
still as rich; yea, to look around you and say, I ani ftv 
kapiMer than the sons of men. , i 

l^is is a system of philosophy which, for myself, I 
flfaall not only preach, but practise. We are here lR»r 
nobler purposes than to waste the fleeting moments of 
our ■ lives in lamentations and waitings '■ over troubles 
«i4nch, in their widest extent, do but affect the present 
tate, and which, perhaps. Only regard our personal eas€ 
and prosperity. Make me an outcast— a beggary plaea 
me a bare-footed pilgrim on the top of the Alps or tli6 
Pyrenees, and I should have wherewithal to sustain the 
spirit widiin me. In the reflection that all this was but as 
for^a moment, and that a period would come when wrong 
and injury, and trouble, should be no more. Are we to 
be so utterly enslaved by habit and association, that we 
shall spend our lives in anxiety and bitter care, only that 
we may find a covering for our bodies, or the means of 
assuaging hunger? for what els^ is an anxiety after the 
worid? . Or are even the followers of Christ themselves 
to be infected with the inane, the childish desire of heap- 
ing together wealth? Were a man, in the way of mak- 
ing a large fortune, to take up his hat and stick, and say, 
^ I am useless here, and unhappy, I will go and abide 
with the Gentoo or the Paraguay, where I shall be happy 
and tuetvi," he would be laughed at; but I say he would 
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yipoive biiQself a more teasonable and virtikms tiiaii dHua- 
likii who binds himself down to a business which hedis/ 
Ukea^ because it would be accounted strange, or foolish, 
16 abancjon so good a concern, and who heaps up weatth, 
Ibff which he has little relish, because the world accounts 
H^policy. ' '■:■■■•' 



/ 



^ I will refrain from parsuing this tone of reasonkif < I 
know the weakness of human nature, and I know that 
We may argue with a deal of force, to shew the folly of 
grief when we ourselves are its passive victims. Bat 
whether Strengyi of mind prevail with you, or whether 
you stfll indulge in melancholy bodiugs and repinings, I 
am sHU your friend, nay^ your sympathixing fneod. 
Hard and callous, and ** unfeeling^' as I may seem, I have 
a heart for my ever dear Benjamin. 
% ' HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Wilford, near Nottixs^ham, ■ 1804w 

DEAR NEVILLE, 

I NOW write to you from a little cottage at Wilford» 
wbere I have taken a room for a fortnight, as well for 
the benefit of my health, as for the advantage of unin- 
terrupted study. I live in a homely house, in a homeljf 

14 
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<j4^ bill 9m well OGCO|Med» and {MMrfecttj tit laf 



And now, m; dear Brother, I must Aaeerely beg pwv 
4oii for all Ukwc manifold neglecU, of which I cannot 
bat accuse myself towards you. When I recollect in* 
numerable requests in your letters, which I have not no* 
Ijcec^ and maffy enquiries I have not satisfied, I almost 
led afraid that you wiU imagine I no longer regard yoBf 
letteia with brotheriy fondness, and that you will oeaaa 
to exercise towards me your wonted confidence and 
fijendship* Indeed, you may take my word, th^ have 
arisen fipom my peculiar circumstances, and not from any 
unconcern or disregard of your wishes. I am now 
brii^lh^ ray affiiin (langh not at the word) into some le* 
gularity, after all the hurry and confusion in which they 
Imfiinten plunged, by the distraction of moid attending 
my publication, and the projected change of my destimi* 
tioninlife. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLfi. 

Wflford, (near Nottb^m), -— laOi. 
DBAR NXVILLE, 



I H AV£ nin very much on the wrong side of the poA 
bere^ for having sent copies round to such persons as had 
given me in their names as subscribers, with compliments^ 
they have jdaced them to the account of presents! 



And now, my dear Neville, I must give you the most 
ii^nious specimen of the invention of petty envy, you 
perhaps ever, heard of. When Addison produced 
*' Cato/' it was currently received that he had bought- it 
of a vicar for 40l. The Nottingham gentry, knowing 
me too poor to buy my poems, thought they could do no 
better than place it td the account of family affection, 
and lo ! Mrs. Smith is become the sole author, who has 
made use of her brother's name as a feint ! I heard of 
this report first covertly ; it was sajd that Mrs. Smith 
was the principal writer ; next it was said that I was the 
•(tfhor of one of the inferior smaller pieces only, {" My 
Slady;") and lastly, on mentioning the circumstance to 

Mr* A , he confessed that he had heard several times 

that "my sister was the sok quill-driver of. the family. 




, 122 

and that inaster Henry, in particular, was rather shallow^*' 
but that he had . refrained from telling me^ because he 
thought it would vex me. Now» as to the vexiug me, it 
only has afforded me a hearty laugh. I sent my com- 
pliments to one great lady, whom I heard propagating 
this ridiculous report, and congratulated her on her in- 
genuity, telling her^ as a great secret, that neither my ^ 
sister, or myself, had any claim to any of the Poems, for 
die right author was the Great Mogul's cou^ gemnfn. 
The best part of the story is, that my good friend * ^ 
found means to get me to write verses extempore, to 
prove whether I could tag rhymes or not, whicb» it seems^ 
he doubted. 






TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

Nottingham, 7th July, 180^. 
MT DEAR BEN, 



THE real wants of life are few ; the support of the 
body, simply, is no expensive matter, and as we are not 
mad upon silks and satins, the covering of it will not be 
more cofitly. The only superfluity I should covet would 
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be books, but I have l^rned how to abridge that plea- 
4nune ; and having sold the flower of my library for the 
anmaiing soni of Six Guineas, I mean to try whether 
iDcditaAion will not supply the place of general reading, 
and probably, by the tiiae I am poor and needy, I shall 
look upon a large library like a fashionable wardrobe, 
goodly and pleasant, but as to the real utility, indiffisrent. 

So muth for Stoicism, and now for Monachism. — ^I 
shall n^ver, never marry! It cannot, must not be. As 
to affections, mine are already engaged as much as thej 
will ever bcj and this is one reieisonwhy I believe, my 
life will be a life of celibacy. I pray to God that it may 
be so, and that I may be happy in that state. I love too 
ardently to make love innocent, and therefore I say fare- 
well to it. Besides, I have another inducement, I can- 
not introduce a woman into poverty for ray love's sake, 
nor could I well bear to see such an one as I must marry 
struggling with narrow circumstances, and sighing for 
the fortunes of her children. — No, I say, forbear! and 
may the example of St. Gregory of Naz. and St. Basil 
support me. 

All friends are well, except your humble scribe, who 
has got a little too much into his old way since your de- 
parture. Studying and musing, and dreaming of every 
thing but his health ; still amid ail his studyings, musings, 
and dreams. 

Your true friend and brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 
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TO THE EDITOR. 



Nottingham, July 9(hf 1804. 



I CAN now inform you, that I have reason to belief^ 
my way through College i» dear before me; Fr6m what 
source I know not; but through the hands of Mi; 
Simeon, I am provided with 30l. per annum; and whilt 
thiiigs go on so prosperously as they do now, I can com* 
maud 201. or 301. more from my friends, and this, in tU 
jprobabHity, until I take my degree; The friends t9 
whom I allude are my mother and bt-otker^ 

s 

My mother has, for these five years past, kept a 
Boarding School in Nottingham; and, so long as be^ 
school continues in its present state, she can supply me 
with 151. or 20l. per annum, without inconvenience; but 
should she die, (and her health is, I fear, but infirm)^ 
that resource will altogether fail. . Still, I think, my pros^ 
pect is so good as to preclude any anxiety on my part; 
and perhaps my income will be more than adequate to 
my wants, as I shall be a Sizar of St John's, where the 
College emoluments are more than commonly large^ 

In this situation of my aiiairs, you will perhaps agree 
with me in thinking that a subscription for a volume of 
poems will iiol be necessary ; and, certainly, that mea- 
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9tt|re 18 one which will be better avmded, if it nmy be; I 
ha^ lately looked over what poems I have by me in 
manuscript, and fiiid tbeiti more numerous than I ex- 
pected ; but many of them would perhaps be styled 
WMpiah and iMrnkkh^ and even misanthropk, in the hin* 
guage of the world, though, from the latter sentiment, I 
ikm sure I can say, no one is more opposite than I am* 
Titese poems^ therefore, will never see th^ light, as from 
Irteachet of that word which gives all strength to the 
fetible, moire fortitude and christian philoso{Ay may, 
Ifridi justice, be expected than they dkplay. The le* 
mainder of my. verses would not possess any great inte^ 
rest: mere deseriptiob is often mere nonsense: and I 
l»ve acquired a strange habit, whenever I do point out a 
train of moral sentiment fronf the contemplation of m 
picture, to give it a gloomy and querulous cast, when 
"tfiere is nothing in the occasion but what ought to inspire 
joy and gratitude. I have one poem*, however^ of 
awne length, which 1 shall preserve; and i have anotheir 
of considerable magnitude in design, but of which only 
% put is written, which I am fairly at a loss wliether to 
commit to the flames, or at some future opportunity to 
finisb. The subject is the Death of Christ. I have no 
iriend whose opinion is at all to be relied on, to whom I 
could submit it ; and perhaps, after all, it may be abso- 
lutely worthless. 

With regard to tliat part of my provision which ii 



* Time is probably the poem allnded to. 
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derived from ray unknown friend, it is of course condi* 
tional; and as it is not a provision for a poet, but for a 
candidate far ai'ders, 1 believe it is expected, and indeed 
it has been hinted as a thing adviseable, that I should 
barter the muses for mathematics, and abstain froqi 
writing verses at least, until I take my degree. , If I find 
that all my time will be requisite, iu order to prepafjt 
for the important office I am destined to fill, I shall cer- 
tainly do my duty, however severely it may cost me; but 
if I find I may lawfully and conscientiously relax myself 
at intervals, with those delightful reveries, wluch have 
hitherto formed the chief pleasure of my life, -L shall, 
witho^ut scruple, indulge myself in them. 

I know the pursuit of Truth is a much more important 
business than the exercise of the imagination; and amid 
all the quaintness, and stiff method of the mathematidans, 
1 can even discover a source of chaste and exalted plea- 
sure. To their severe but salutary discipline, I must now 
** subdue the vivid shapings of my youth ;" and though 
I shall cast many a fond lingering look to fancy's more 
alluring paths, yet I shall berepaid by. the anticipation of 
days when I may enjoy Uie sweet satisfaction of being 
useful, in na ordinary degree, to my fellow mortals. 



i2r 

to W. ROUGH, ESQ. 

Nottingliain, 1^4^ Jaly, 1804. 



DEAR SllC, 



I think Mr. Moore^s love poems are infamouj), be- 
cause they subvert the first great object of poetry, — the 
encouragement of the virtuous and the noble ; and me- 
tamorphose nutritious aliment into poison. 1 think the 
muses are degraded when they are made the handmaids 
t>f sensuality, and the bawds of a bfotheL 
« ■ ■■-.', ■ ' 

' F^rhaps it may be the opinion of a young man, but I 
tititik too, the old system of heroic attachment, with all 
ItiF attendant notions of honour and spotlessness, was, in 
the end, calculated to promote the interests of the human 
race ; for though it produced a temporary alienation of 
mind^ perhaps bordering on insanity, yet with the very 
extravagance and madness of the sentiments, there were 
inwoven certain itnperious principles of virtue and gene- 
rosity, which would probably remain after time had eva- 
porated tl\e heat of passion, and sobered the luxuriance 
of a romantic imagination. I thiiik, therefore, a man of 
song is rendering the community a service, when lie dis- 
plays the ardour of manly affection in a' pleasing light : 
but certainly we need no incentives to tlje .irregular grati- 
fication of our appetites, and I should think it a proper 
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poQisbnieiil for the poet who holds forth the tUureoiCBli 
of illicit pleasures in amiable aud seductive colours^ should 
his wife, his sister, or his child, fall a victim to the Uceo* 
tionsaess be has beea lostnunental m difiusiag. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 



fi. 



• ■ » • 

Winteriogiiain, August Sd, 1804. 

•I- 

BY BEAR B&N, ,, 

I AM all anxiety to learn the issue of jour proposal to 
jfour fisther. Surely it will proceed ; surely a planifud 
oat with such &ur prospects of happiness to you, as. weit 
as me, vriU not be frustrated. Write to me the momeiil 
you have any information on the subject, 

' ». 

I think we shall be happy togetlyer at Cambridge ; and 
in the ardent pursuit of Christian knowledge, and Cirn» 
tktn virtue, we shall be doubly united. We ivere belbra , 
IViends ; now, I hope, likely to be still more emphaticaliy 
so. But I must not anticipate. 

■ » 

I left Nottingham without seeing my brother Neville^ 
who arrived there two days after me. This is a cireiiw* 
stance which I much regret ; but I hope he will ooqm 

way, when he goes, according to his intentioo, tp a 



mmI there are not many things whieh iroi^}6 gif^ mil 
more pleasure than, after so long a separation, to see him 
s^lH. I ikfn Mt hope IfaM I flhall mttk ydU tttd him 
tdgiith<)r, itt October, lit Nottingham. 

My days flow on here iti an even tenof. They ii^ 
tiide^, Btudk>«m day^ fbr my studies seem to mtiltipljf 
<w my hands, and I am io madi occupied iiriththemi 
Ihati amhfcoming a mere book^-vrorm^ running oi'ettht 
fUles ^f Oreek versification in my walks, instead of e%' 
paiiating On the beiiuties of the surrounding timi^rft 
Winteringham is» indeed, now a delightful place : Mm 
trees are in full verdure, the crops are broazitig thd 
fields^ and my former walks are become dry andetfot)^ 
Whieb I have never known them to be before. Ite 
ttpetixeig vista, A-pth otxt diurdi*yard, over the if tob^ 
t» the hilh and receding vales of Yorkshii^, astfuiites & 
diottsiuid new aspects; 1 sometimes watch it at ev^nfinf , 
when the sun is jus(t gilding the summits of the hills, «Ml 
the lowlands are beginning to taJke a browner Imek^ Th^ 
showers partially falling ii| the distance, while all ii^ serene 
above me ; the swelling sail rapidly failing down dM 
river ; and, not least of all, the villages, woods, and vil- 
las on the opposite bank,' sometimes render this scent 
quite enchanting to me, and it is no contemptible relaxa- 
tion^ after a man has been puzzling his brains over the 
intricacies of Greek Choruses all the day, to come out 
aifd unbend his mind with careless thought^ imd n^it* 

VOL. I. K 
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gent Y fencies, while lie refreshes, his body . with the'. freA 
air of the country. 

f 

t ■ 

I wish you to have a taste x>f. these {^^asures ^hb vat, 
and if ever I shouldJivetpbeH^f^d.^itha qujetpar? 
sonage, and that great object of my ambition, a garden^ 
IJ^ayeno doubt but weshall.be, .for^some sihort.iotiertab 
ai (oa^, t^yq.qu^et coQteiited bodies. .These will be (O^ 
relaxations ^'Our husmess vfiW be of a nphler kind. ,lMv 
usvi^antly fortify ourselves against the exigencies of the 
serious appointment we are, with God's blessing, to ful* 
fil; and if %ye go into the church prepared to do :oor 
duly,; there is every reasonable prospect that our labours 
will -befblessed; and that we shall be blessed in tbeni;^ 
As. • your habits generally have been averse to what i& 
called. close application, it will be too much for' your f 
strength, as well as unadviseable in other points t>f < 
view, to study very intensely ; but regularly you nanff^: 
and must read ; and depend upon it, a man will work,- 
iQore-wonders by stated and constant application, thaA 
by.unnalural and forced endeavours. 



.» } 
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TO' MR. B. MADDOCK. ; 

Nottinghaoii September, 1804. 
MY DBAll BEIf, 

HY the time you will open this letter, we shall h^tft 
parted, God only knows whether ever to ndeet again. 
The diances add casualties' of human life are such as to 
render it always questionable whether' three months 
abt separate ns for ever from an absent friend. 



For my part, I shall feel a vacuum wheiu you are gone 
which will not easily be filled up. I shall miss mj only 
Ultimate friend — the companion of ttiy walks — the faiter- 
Tttp^T of my evening studies. I shall lietum, ib a grtot 
n^^^ure, to my old solitaiy habits. I cannot ass<^tt 
iMk ♦ ♦ nor yet with • • • 
ha^ do piace in my affisctions, though he has in my 
eMem. It was to you alone I looked as my adopted 
brother, and (although for reasons you may hereafter 
kam, I have not made you my perfect confidante,) my 
comforter. — Heu mihi Amice Vale, longum Vale ! I 
hope you will sometimes think of me, and give me a por- 
tion in your prayers. 



Perhaps it may be that I am not formed for friend« 

K 2 
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ship, that I expect more than can ever be found. Time 
will tutor me; I am a singular being, iinder a common 
outside. I am a profound dissembler of my inward 
feelings, and necessity has taught me the art. I am long 
before I can unbosom to a friend, yet, I think, I am sin- 
cere m my iri^nclship; you must not attribute this to 
any suspiciousness of nature, but must consider that I 
liyeA seventeen years my own confident, my own fri^id^ 
niU of projects and strange thoughts, and confiding them, 
to no one. t am habitually reserved, and habitually cau« 
tious in letting it be seen that I hide a^y thing. Towards 
you, I would fain conquer these habits, and this is one 
step towards efiecting the conquest. 



• t < 



' I am not well, Ben, to night, as my hand-writing and 
style will shew ; I have ramUed on» however, to som^ 
length ; my letter may serve to beguile a few moments 
on your way- I must say good bye to you^ and naj 
Qpd bless you, and preserve you, and be your guide and 
director for ever. Remember he is alwa^a with you ; 
remember that in him you have a comforter in every 
gloo^. In your wakeful nights, when you have not me 
to talk to, hi^ ear will be bent down to your pillow; 
what better bosom friend has a man than the merciful 
and benignant Father of all ? Happy, thrice happy, siure 
you in the privilege of his grace and acceptance. 

Dear Ben, 

I am your true friend. 

H.K,WHITJ|. 
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' TO MR. K. SWANN. 



* ^ 



High Pavement^ Ootober 4Ui, 1604. 
3>BAR KIRKE, 



FOR your kind and very valuable present I know iiot 
bow to tbaok you. The A^rchbisbop * ha§ Ipqg been one 
of my most favourite divines ; and a complete set of bis 
sermons really *\ seta me uf." I bope I am able to ap- 
preciate tbe merits of such a collection^ and I shall 
always value them, apart from tbeit merit, as a titeihento 
pf£H^5|idsbip, 

. f hope tbat» when our cprr^pondence begip^, it wilt 
^eiUier be lax, nor unbterestipg: and ths^t, op jl^otli 
sides, it n^ay be productive of sopnethiBg mo]re t(ifU9inier9 
amusement. 

. While W9 each strive tp become wiser in those tbiagi^ 
Mfhereia true wisdom is alo^e to be found, we may pniih 
ti^aUy contiribute to e^ch other's success, by the ^onuDUf 
nication of our thoughts: and that we may both become 
proficients in that amiable philosophy which makes U6 



■ I 



TiUotgan. 
K 3 
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happier by rendering us better; that philosophy which 
alone makes us wise unto salvation, is the prayer of. 

Dear Kirke, 

Your sincere Friend, 

HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

Winteringham, 1804. 

♦ AMICE DILECTE, 

PUDERET me iufrequentiae nostrarpm literamm, 
nisi hoc ex te pendere sentirem. Epistolas a tc miasas 
non prius accepi quam kaiendis Decenibris — res mihi 
acerba, nihilominus ad ferendum levior, dum me hen 
tibi ex aniiiio prorsus excidisse satb exploratum est. 

Gavisus sum, k litteris tuis amico Roberto dicatis, cum 
audirem te operam et dedisse et daturum ad Graecam lin* 
guam etiam'num excolendam cum viro omni doctriii& 
erudito;'-^Satis scio te, illo duce, viriim doctissimutii et 



* This letter is not to be considered as a specimen of Henty's 
latinity. It was written when he was only beginning those 
daasical studies in which be afterwards made such progress. 
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inr- optimarum' urtiiiin studiis exquisitissifldum faturum 
eue: baud tameD bis facultatibusconteDtunii sed altiora 
petenteony nempe salutem humani generis et sancUi'verbi 
divini arcana. 

• Vix jam; amice! • recreor h morbo, k qu6 graviter 
«egrolavi: yix jam incipio membra languore confecta 
in diera< apertam trahere. • Tactus aridik manA febris 
spatiofias trivi noctes lacrymis et gemitii. Vidi cum in 
conspettu' mortis coliocatus fuerim, vidi omnia clariora 
lacta/ intdlexi me non fidem Christi satis servasse; non 
ut famalum Dei fideliter vitam egtsse. ^gritudo multa 
prius celata patefacit. Hoc ipse seqpi et omnes, sint sane 
religiosi sint boui, idem sentient. Sed ego praecipu^ 
eaiisam babui cur me afflixerim et summisso animo ad 
pedem crucis abjecerim. Imo vero et lacrym^ copiose 
vcftudi et interdura consolatio Sancti Spiritus turbinem 
«airai placavit. Utinam vesti^um bujus periculr semper 
in^aniino^retineam ! 

* Non dubito quin Ubi gratum erit audire de moribns et 
studiis nostris. Prasceptor nobis, nomine Grainger, non 
% collegio educatus fuit, attamen doctrine baud medio- 
cris est, pietate eximius. Hypodidasedlus fuitin scboli 
viri istius docti et admodum venerandi Josephi Milner, 
^ui eum dtlexit atque bdnoravit. Mores jucund! et ia- 
eiles sunty urbanitate ac lepore suaviter conditi, quanqtoam 
interdum in vultu tristis severitas inest. Erga bonos man* 
ifiuetus^ -malis se durior gerit.— i£qu^ fer^.est Psator 

K4 
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^ligeni^ vir egrc;giu8» et pnec^ptor bmius* Cuvti kithf(| 
|egimu8 ^ud Gr^scos, Hom«ruai et Peiiio9(|i«neii» (A 
§IMict^s Scripturas, ^pud Latinos Virgjliuoi^ Cic^rpnem «k 
aHquando in ludo Terentium. Scribinius fitmm l^Wuh^ 
et constructionis et elegantis gratis ; nihilomiuus (h&c 
epistoU teste) non opus est dicendi tibi quaiiKpaulMluni 
ego ipse proiicio. In scribe^do Latin^i propter cqhsimiv 
tudiiieni in lingu^ Anglican^, sum leptus, piger, iaeptua. 
Yerba stiUant heu quain otios^, et quuo) tandem visa wl 
quam inelegautia! Spero tamen msu atque a^ioio dili'v 
genter sidhibendo deinde Latinis sermonibus nHqimoi 
adipisci facilitatem^ nunc fetk oportet Die cpntentum east 
cupire et laborare, paululum potiuqdo, magna moliendOf 

Intelligtiy proGul dubiOf nos vicum incolere Winteringt 
Iwmieosisj ripis situm Humberi fluminis, sed nandimi 
fofmn sentias locum essie agrestem» fluviis, collibus^an^isi^ 
omni decore pervenustum* Pomus nostm Templo Dei 
adjacet; k tergo sunt dukes horti et ferrenuf ^gg^ ^Tr 
boribus crebr^ septus, qu6 deambulare solemus. Ciiv 
cumcirca stmt rundes pagi quibus aasp^ cum otium iiga* 
nmsi post prandium imus. Est villa, nomine Whittooif^ 
uhi h celsd rupe videre potes flumen Trentii vast^ 
ijumbero influentemj et paulo altius Oosem flunien, 

lufira sub opaca saxa fons est cui potestas inest ia IgpiF 
4eai materias alienas convertendi; ab aUissima rupe liir 
bitur in litus, muichum, conchas et fragiliores, ramos arbP^ 
vmn ip lapidem transniiutans, In prospectu domns mostfi^ 
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Kboracenses surgunt ^rans Humberum siti, sylvis et viUia 
stipati, nunc solis radiis ridentes, nunc horridi nimbis 
ac procellis. Vela navium ventis inipleta ante fenestra 
satis longo intervallo prolabuntur: diim supr^ in aere 
proQ^lso greg«9 anserum vastae longo clamore volitant. 
S»pe in auimo revolvo verba istd Honieri: 

tif ru¥ idviM sfoXX^ na¥ eiwo Km,f xXiffictuv 



Yale. Dam vitales auras carp^m, 

Tuus, 

H, K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

• . * « 

Witjteringham, 20tii Oct. 1804. 
BEAU KIRKE, 

AVE are safely arrived, and comfortably settled, lo the 
parsonage of Winteringham. The house is most delight- 
fully situated dose by the church, at a distance from die 
village, and with delightful gardens behind, and the 
Huml^er before. The. family is very agreeable, and 
the style in^which we live is very superior. Our tutor is 
not only a learned, man, but. the best pastor, ^and most 
pleasing domestic -man, I ever met with. You will be 
glad to hear we are thus charmingly situated. I have 
reason to thank God for. his goodness In leading me to 
80 peaceful and happy a situation. 

The year which now lies before me, I shall, with the 
blessing of God, if I am spared, employ in very import- 
ant pursuits ; and I trust that I shall come away not only 
a wiser, but a better man. I have here notliing to inter- 
rupt mcr— no noise — no society to disturb, or avocations 
to call me off, and if I do not make considerable im- 
provements now, I do not know when I shall. 

We have each our several duties to perform, and 
though God has been pleased to place us in very differ- 
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.-cut walks of life, yet we may mutuaUy assist each other 
by counsel, by adniouition, and by prayer. My calling 
is of a nature the mos( arduous and awful : /. need ^very 
assistance from above, and from my companions in the 
flesh ; and no advice will ever be esteemed lighlly by me, 
which proceeds from a servant of God, however trifling, 
or however ill-expressed. If your iipmediate avocations, 
'be less momentous, and less connected with the world to 
come, your : duty is not the less certain, or the more 
•Kghtly to be attended to — you are placed in a situation 
:whei%in God expects from youj according to your powers, 
:aa well as from me in mine: and there are various ;dark 
and occult temptations, of which you are little aware^ 
•but into which you may easily and imperceptibly fall, un- 
less'upheld by the arm- of Almighty God. You stand ia 
need, therefore, to exercise a constant reliance on the 
holy spirit and its influences, and to watch narrowly your 
own heart, that it conceive uo secret sin; for although 
your situation be not so dangerous, nor your duties so 
difficult, yet, as the masks which Satan assumes are vari« 
oils, you may still find cause for spiritual fear and isor- 
row, and occasion for trembling, lest you should not 
have exerciised your talents in proportion to their extent. 
It ii a valuable observation, that there b no resting-place 
iu the spiritual progress — we must either go backward or 
forward, and when we are at a loss to know whether our 
motion be onward or retrograde, we may rest assured^ 
that there is something wanting which must be supplied 
r~s6me evil yet lurking in the hearty or some duty slightly 
performed. 
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' Ifou remember I lie^d Mr. **,fm the nlgfal prevfem 
to my departure ; I did not aay much on bismwrner, but 
I thought it neaty and the sermc^ far better than I ex^ 
pected, but I must not be understood to approve alto* 
Igether of Mr. * ^b preaching. I think, in particular^ he 
lias one great fault, that is elegance — he is not sufficiently 
pittin. Remember, we do not mount the pulpit to say 
fine things, or eloquent things, we have there to proclaim 
the good tidings of salvation to lallen man : to point out 
the way^ of eternal life; to exhort, to chear, and to sopi* 
port the suffering sinner ; these are the glorious topics 
upon which we have to enhirge — and will these peniiit 
Mm tricks of oratory, or the studied beauties of elo»> 
. qtiencel — Shall truths and counsels like these be ooucb- 
ed in terms which the poor and ignorant cannot conlpi^ 
iMnd?*— Let all eloquent preachers beware, lest they 
fill any man's ear with sounding words, when they should 
be feeding hb soul with the bread of everlasting life !--^ 
Lei thein fear, lest instead of honouring God they honour 
themselves! If any man ascend the pulpit with the in^ 
tention of uttering a^tif thing, he is committing a deadly 
sin. Remember, however, that there is a medium, and 
that vulgarity and meanness are cautiously to be shunned; 
but while we speak with propriety and chastity, we can- 
not be too fkmtliar or too plain. I do not intend to ap* 
ply these remarks to Mr. * * individually, but to the 
maaner of preaching here alluded to. If his manner be 
such as I have h^ described, the observations will also 
fit ; but, if it be otherwise, the remarks refer not to him, 
but to the style reprobated. 
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I recommend to you, always before you begta to 
study, to pray to Gfod to entigtiten yhur understanding* 
and give you grace' to behold all things through the me* 
dium ef religion. This wa$L always the practice in the 
old uniTersitieSy and, I believe, is the only way to profit 
by learning. 
i • 

• I can now only say a few words to you, since our tt^ 
gnlar hour of retiring fast approacheis. I hop6 ydii art 
making progress in spiritual things, proportiooably td 
youropportunities, and that you are sedulously endeaf^ 
touring dot only to secure your own acceptation, but id 
impart the light of truth to those around you who still 
remain in -darkness. 

' Pray let me hear iVom yon at your convenience, and 
my brother will forward the letter; and believe tne, ' 

* . » ' .... . . * 

My dear Kirke, 
Your friend, and fellow-traveller in the 
Tearful sojourn of life, 

H.K. WHITE. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 



Winteringham, Dec. 16% 1804. 



.# 



MY DEAR MOTHER, * 

SINCE I wrote to you last I have been rather iU, 
having caught cold, which brought on a slight fever. 
Thanks to excellent nursing, I am now pretty much le- 
coveredy and only want strength to be perfectly re-efitsr 
blished. Mr. Orainger is himself a very good physi<^ian» 
but when I grew worse he deemed it necessary to send 
for a medical gentleman from Barton, so that, in addition 
to my illness, I expect an apothecary's bill. This, how^ 
ever, will not be a very long one, as Mr. Grainger has 
chiefly supplied me with drugs. It is judged absolutely 
necessary that I should take wine, and that I should ride. 
It is with very great reluctance that I agree to incur these 
additional expenses, and. I shall endeavour to cut them 
otf as soon as possible. Mr. and Mrs. Grainger have 
behaved like parents to me since I have ,been ill; four 
and five times in the night has Mr. G. come to see me» 
and had I been at home I could not have been treated with 
more tenderness and care. Mi^. Grainger has insisted 
on my drinking their wine, and was very angry when I 
made sertiples: but I cannot let them be at ail thb addi- 
tional expense — ^in some way or other 1 must pay them, 
as the sum I now ^ivc, considering the mode in wliich we 
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are-ttccomnloclatecl, is very trifliog. Mr« Graiuger does not 
keep a horse^so that I shsiU bepbliged to hire one, but 
there will be no occasioa for this for any length of time, 
as my strength seems to return as rapidly as it was rapidly 
reduced. ^ Don't make yourself in the least uneasy about 
this, I pray, as I am quite recovered; and not at all ap-^ 
prebensive oi any consequences^ , . I have no covighy nor 
any symptom which might indicate an afieclioa of the 
luQgs, I read very little at present. 

I thought it necessary to write to you on this subject 
iK^yiasi feared you might have an exaggerated jtccoont 
frpm.Mr. Almond's friends, and alarm yourself. ^ 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

<. 

Winteriiigfasun, Dec. 27, 1804; 
MY DEAR BROTHER, 

ihave been very much distressed at the receipt of 
your letter, accompanied with one from my mother, one 
from my sister, and from Mr. Dashwood and Kirke 
Swann, all on the same subject : and, greatly as I feel 
for all the kindness and- affection which has prompted 
th«s^ remonstrances, I am quite harassed with the idea 
that you should not have taken my letter as a plain ac- 
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^nt tit my tlltiessi ti'itbout any wish to liide flrotn yM 
that I had been ill lomewbat nrioudy, but tlml I jury 
iilKkecl betten 

I can now assure yoO| that I am perfectly reeoter^^ 
and am as w«ll as I have been for some time, past My 
sickneM was merely a slight fever, rather of a nernMit 
kind, brought on by a cold, and soon yielded to the p^iK 
per treatment. I do assure you, thnply and plakily> tiM 
I am now as well as ever. 

With regard to study, I do assure you thai Mr. Gnlp^ 
ger will not su^r us to study at all hard ; our work ftl 
present is mere play. I am always in bed at ten o'clock, 
and take two walks in the day, besides riding, when tb^ 
weather wUl permit. 

Under these circumstances, my dear brother may set 
his mind perfectly at ease. Even change of air some- 
times occasions violent attacks, but they leave the pa- 
tient better than they found him. 

I still continue to drink wine, though I am convinced 
there is no necessity for it. My appetite is amazingly 
large^— much larger than when at Nottingham* 

I isliall come to an arrangement with Mr. Graioget 
immediately, and I hope you will not write to him about 
it. If Mr. Eddy, the surgeon, tbinks it at all nece^ary 
for me to do tliis constantly, I declare to you that I will; 
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bst f^m^mber, if I should form a habit of this now, ft 
may be a.cKsadyi^tage to one when possibly circuiu-* 
stances may render it inconvenient— as when I am at 
college. ' 

My spirits are completely knocked up, by the receipt 
of all the letters I have at one moment received* My 
mother got a gentleman to mention it to Mr. Dashwood, 
aind still representing that my illness was occasioned by 
study — a thing than which nothing can be more remote 
from the truth, as I have, from conscientious motives^ 
given up hard study, until I shall find my health better, 

I cannot wrjte more, as I have the other letters to an- 
swer. I am gomg to ride to Barton, expressly to get 
advantage of the post for this day, in order that you 
may no longer give yourself a moment's uneasiness, where 
there is in reality no occasion. 

Give my affectionate love to James, 
And believe me. 
My dear Neville, 

Your truly affectionate Brother, 

H. K. WHITE. 

One thmg I had forgot — you mention my pecuniary 
matters — yow make me blush when 30U do so. You 
may rest assured that I have no wants of that kind, nor 
am likely to have at present. Your brotherly love and 
anxiety towards me has sunk deep into my heart; and 
you may satbiy yourself with this, that whatever is 

/ 
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ikrf for my health shfllt not be spwrei, and HM whctt 
want the means of procuring' tbese^ I sbalt tUnk it my 
dnty to teH yoii so. 



TO HIS BROTHER JAMElS. 

Midway between Winte)rki|fiam aad Haly 
Jan. llthy 1805. 

0£Alt JAME8» 
YOU will not be sarprised at the style of this leller, 
when I tell jrou it is written in the Winteringfaam Packet^ 
on a heap of flour bags, and surrounded by a drove of 
l4 pigs, who raise the most hideons roar etery timte the 
boat rolls. I write with a silver pen, and with a -good 
deal of shaking, so you may expect Veiy bad scritUing. 
t am now going to Hull, where I have a parcel to send 
to my mother, and I would not lose the opp ortt m i ty of 
writing. 

I am extremely glad that you are attentive to mat- 
ters of such moment, as are those of religion ; and I hope 
you do not relax in your seriousness, but continue to 
pray that God will enable you to walk in tlie paths of 
righteousness, which alone lead to peace. He alone, my 
dear James, is able to give you a heart to delight in Us 
service, and to set at nought the temptations of the 
world. It may seem to you, in the first begoming of 
your christian progress, that religion wears a very tm- 
prottdslng aspect, and that the, gaieties of the woild ace 
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uideed very deiicioijii; btti I iMOre yon, £|omwluilI 
Jubfe nyself eiperiencod^ that ttie ptenmres •£ piely we 
iafiaitely more exqubite tbm Ibosc of iiulttOtt aad of 
aensual pursuits. It is true, they ate not so viokni^ or 
SO intoxicating, (for they consist in one even tenor of 
wmd, a lightness of heart, and sober ehtarfidaess^ which 
ttone bat those who have expmenoed csn conceive ^ 
hat they leave no sting behind them, they give pleesurt 
OP reflectiony and will soothe the miad in the distadt 
prospect. — And who can say this of the world or Mi 



Even those who seem to enter with the most qpirit 
iato^ the riotous and gaudy diversions of the world, are 
often known to confess that there is no real si^isfadioti 
4nlhem; that their gaiety is often forced, when their 
Jiearts aie heavy; and that they envy those who hare 
jchoien the more bumble but pleasant paths of rdigiaa 
andvirtoe. 

I amnol at all particular as to the place of worriifi 
-you may attend, so as it be und^ a serions preaches; 
and so as you attend jegularly. I should think it a, veiy 
fpod exercise for you, if you were to get a blank pafpar 
. book, and were to write down in it any tting which maj 
atrike yoa in the sermons you hear en a Sunday; this 
wiottld improve your style of writing, and teach you to 
think on what you hear. Pray endeavour to carry this 
plan into execution, I am sure you will find it worth the 
trouble. You attend the church now and theui I con* 

L2 
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clait, atid if you do, I should wbh to direct jonf tft* 
tention to oar admirable liturgy, and avoid, if pofriUe, 
remaridog what may seem absurd in the manner it is re- 
peated* 

I must not conceal from you that I am very sorry yoa 
do not attend some eminent minister in the church, such 
as Mn Cecil, or Mr. Pratt, or Mr. Crowther, in pre- 
ference to the meeting; since I am convinced a man nuii 
less danger of being mbled, or of building on false foun- 
dations, in the establbhment, than out, and this too for 
plain reasons: — Dissenters are apt to think they are re- 
ligious, became they are dissenters — ^*'for,'' argue tfaey^ 
^ if we had not a regard for religion why should we 
leave the establishment at alh The very act of leaving 
it shews we have a regard for religion ; because we ma«* 
nifest an aversion to its abuses.'^ Besides this, at the 
meeting-house you are not likely to hear plain and un- 
welcome truths so honestly told as in the church, where 
the minister is not so dependant on his flock, and the 
prayers isre so properly selected, that you will meet with 
petitions calculated for all your wants, bodily and sphi- 
tual, without being left at the mercy of the minister to 
pray for what and in what manner he likes. Remember, 
these are not offered as reasons why you should always 
attend the church, but to put you in mind that there arte 
advantages there which you slioald avail yourself of, in- 
stead of making invidious comparisons between the twd 
institutions. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 



Winteiini^iui, Jan. Stvt, 1805. 
BEAR BEN, 

I HAVE long beea convinced of the truth of what 
joa jBay, respecting the effects of close reading on m 
man^s mind, in a religious point of view, and I am mora 
and more convinced that literature is very rarely the 
source of satisfaction of mind to a Christian, I would 
wish you tp steer clear of too abstracted and subtle a 
mode of thinking and reasoning, and you will so be hap- 
pier than your friend. A relish for books will be a 
•weet source of amuseipent, and a salutary relaxation to 
jpu throughout life ; but let it not be more than a relish^ 
it you value your own peace. I think, howeVer, that yon 
ought to strengthen your mind a little with logic, and 
Imt this purpose I would advise you to go through Euv 
did with sedulous and serious attention, and likewise to 
fead Duncan through. You are too desultory a reader^ 
and regard amMuement too much ; if yon wish your readr 
ing in good- earnest to amuse you, when you ai:e old, as 
well as now in your youth, you will take care to form a 
taste for substantial and sound authors, and will not ht 
the less eager to study a work because it reqmres a little 
labour to understand it. 

After you have read Euclid, and aihused yourself with 

L 3 



150 

Locke's sublime speculations, you will derive much 
pleasure from Butler's Analogy, without exception the 
most unanswerabk demonAtation «f the folly of infidelity 
that the world ever saw* 

Books like these wfll give you more strength of mind 
and consbtent firmness, than either you or I sow pos- 
leis; while on the other hand, the effeminate Panada 
0t Magarii^, Tales, and the tribe of penny-catdiing 
pUBphMs, of which desultory readers are so fend, only 
tend 10 enervate tfie mind, and incatpadtate it for every 
ipedes of manly exertion. 
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I conliBne to be better in health, although the weaUier 
h m great obftade to my taking a proper proportion of 
cserdse* I have had a trip to Hull of la!^ and saw 
liie fiuBOus painter Br-^ — tiiere, with whom I had a 
foed deal of talk. He is a pious man, and a gnat 
istronomer; but in manners and appearance, a complete 
artist. I rather thmk he is inclined to Hntchinsondaa 
principles, imd entertaiiis'no great rev^vnce for Sir I 
IfTewlon. 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

'WinteriDghamy Ist Mardi, 180S> 



MY DEAR BEK, 



I HOPE and trust that you have at leogth arrived 9i, 
that happy temperameut of disposkion, that althougb 
you have much cause of sadoess within, you are ye| 
willing to be amused with the vaiiegated scenes around 
you, and to join, when occasions present themaeivesy im 
innocent mirth. Thus, in the course of your peregrin 
nations, occurrences must continually arise, which, to t 
mind willing to mske the best of every thing, will affi>r4 
anHsemeat of the chastest kind^ Men and manners aip 
a never-failing source of wonder and surprise, as they 
present ^msehes in their various phases, W« may 
wry innocently laugh at the brogue of a Somerset pea- 
sant — and I should think that person both cynical wi 
0ttriy who could pass by a group of laughing childrea 
without participating in their delight, and joining in. their 
laugh. It is a truth most undeniable and most melanr 
choly, that there is too much in human life which extorts 
tears and groans, rather than smiles. This, however, is 
equally certain, that our giving way to unremitting sad- 
ness on these accounts, so £ir from ameliorating the 
condition of mortality, only adds to the aggregate of 
human misery, and throws a gloom over those momi^<^ 

L4 
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when a ray of light is permitted to visit the dark vallej 
of life, and the heart ought to be making the best of ito 
fleeting liaj^iness. Landscape too, ought to be a source 
of delight to you ; fine buildings ; objects of nator^ 
and a thousand things which it would be tedious to 
name. I should call the man, who could survey such 
things as these mthout being affected with pleasore, 
either a very weak-minded and foolish person, or one of 
110 mind at all. To be always sad and always pondermg 
on internal griefs, is what I call utter selfishness; I wouM 
not give two-pence for a being who is locked up in his 
own sufferings, and whose heart cannot respond to the 
exhilarating cry of nature, or rejoice because he sees 
-others rejoice. The loud and unanimous chirping of 
the birds on a fine sunny morning, pleases me^ becaoae 
I see they are happy ; and I should be very selfish, did 
I not participate in their seeming joy. Do not bow- 
ever, suppose that I mean to exclude a man's own sor- 
rows from his thoughts, since that is an impossibility^ 
and were it possible, would be prejudicial to the humati' 
heart. I only mean that the whole miiid is not to he 
incessantly engrossed with its cares, but with cheerfal 
elasticity to bend itself occasionally to circumstances, 
and give way without hesitation to pleasing emotions. 
To be pleased with little is one of the greatest blessings* 

Sadness is itself sometimes infinitely . more pleasing 

than joy, h^ut this sadness must be of the expansive and 

generous kind, rather referring to mankind at large, than 

'the individual ; and this is a feeling, not incompatible 
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wHk cheerfiilfiesa and a contented spirh. There is difi- 
cuUy, howevery in setting bounds to a p^sive disposi* 
tkw; I have felt it, and I ha?e felt that I am not always 
.adequate to the task. I sailed from Hull to Barton th^ 
day before yesterday, on a rough and windy day, in a 
'iwatoel iill^ with a marching Vegiinent of soldiers ; the 
Jimad played finely, and I was enjoying the many pleasing 
^emotions which the water, sky, winds, and musical in- 
slniments excited, when my thoughts were suddenly 
called away to more melancholy subjects. A girl gen- 
teelly dressed, and with a countenance which, for jits 
loveliness, a painter might have copied for Hebe, with 
-a loud laugh seized me by the great coat, aud asked me 
>to lend it her ; she was one of those unhappy creatures 
who depend on the brutal and licentious for a bitter 
livelihood, and was now following in the train of one of 
the.4>fficefs. I was greatly affected by her appear- 
■anee and situation, and more so by that of another 
female who was witli her, and who, with less beauty, had 
a wild sorrowfulness in her face, which shewed she knew 
lier situation. This incident, apparently trifling, induced 
a -train of reflections, which occupied me fully during a 
walk of six or seven miles to our parsonage. At first I 
wished that I had fortune to ^rect an asylum fo^ all the 
miserable and destitute : — ^and there was a soldier's wife 
with a wan and bagged fsfce, and a little infant in her 
arms» whom I would also have wished to pla^e in it. — 
I then grew out of humour with the world, because it 
W!as so unfeeling and so miserable, and because there 
.iros DO cure for its miseries ; and I wished for a lodgmg 
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ia tbe wiklesiiess^ wfaere I might hetr do oKxre of wroogi^r 
sfflictioD^ or vice; but after all my speculatioas^ I fotiBd 
tbere was a reason for thes^ things in the Gospel of 
Jesus Christy and that to those who sought it there was 
also a cure. So I banished my vain meditations^ aad 
knowing that God's providence is better able to direet 
the affiursof men, than our wisdom — I leave them im 
hands* 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

WinteriDf^tom, 5th Feb. 1805* 
BEAR MOTHER^ 



THE spectacles for my father are, I hope, such as 
will enable him to read with ease, although they are not 
eet in silver. If they hurt him through stiffness I think 
the better way will be to wear them with the two end 
joints shut too, and with a piece of ribbon to go round 
the back of the head^ &c. The Romaine's Sermons and 
the cheap tracts, are books which I thought might be 
usefuL You may think I am not yet privfffegedto make 
presents, since they will in the end come out of yoor 
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pcN&ety but I am not in want of cash at present^ and 
bmt reason to belie ve^ from my own calculations^ I shaO 
oot have occasion to call upon you for whatf I know yoa 
can so ill sparer I was quite vexed afterwards that I 
did not send ybu all the volumes of the Cheap Reposi- 
tary, as the others, which are the general traete^ and 
Mwh as itfe more entertaining, would have b^en well 
adapted to your library. When I next go to Hull, I 
purpose buying the remainmg volumes, and when I next 
have occasion to send a parcel, you will receive them. 
The volume you have now got contains all the Sunday 
reading tracts, and on that account I sent it separately. 
As I have many things to remind me of my sister Smith* 
I thought (though we neither of us need such mementos) 
that she would not be averse to recrive tiie sermons of 
tiie great and good, though in some req>ects singular* 
Romaine, at my hands, as what old fiishioned people 
woidd call a token of a brother's love, but what in more 
courtly phrase is denonunated a memento oft^ection. 
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r TO WM. ROUGH, E3Q. 

Winteringbani, 17th Feb. 1805. • 
MY DEAR SIR, 

I BLUSH when I look back to the date of your too 
long unanswered letter, and were I not satisfied that die 
contents of my sheet of post must always be too imiiii* 
jK>rtant to need apology, I should now make one. 

. Tbe fine and spirited song (song in the noblest seose 
of tbe word) which you sent me, on the projected inva- 
sion, demands my best thanks. The fervid patrkitism 
which animates it would, I think, find an echo in every 
bosom in £ugland ; and I hope and trust the world hap 
not been deprived of so appropriate^n exbortatioo. I 
perceive, however, one thing, which is, that your fire has 
be^ crampt by the " crambo'^ of the rhyme, at a|| 
times a grievous shackle to poets, and yet capable of 
such sweet and expressive modulation, as makes us hug 
our chains and exult in the hard servitude. My poor 
neclected muse has lain absolutely unnoticed by me for 
the last four months, during which period I have been 
digging in the mines of Scapula for Greek roots ; and^ 
instead of drinking with eager delight the beauties of 
Virgil, have been cutting and drying his phrases for 
futun^ use. The place where I live is on the banks of 
the Humber : here no Sicilian river, but rough with cold 
winds, and bordered with killing swamps. What with 
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neglect, aiid what with the climate, so congenial to rural 
meditation, I fear my good Genius, who was wont to 
visit me with nightly visions *' in woods and brakes, and 
by the river's marge," is now dying of a fen-ague ; and 
I shall thus probably emerge from my retreat, not a 
hair4>rained son of Imagination, but a sedate black-let* 
tered book-worm, with a head like an etyihologicon 
magnum. 

Forgive me this flippancy, in which I am not very apt 
to indulge, and let me offer my best wbhes that it is not 
with your muse as with mine. Eloquence has always 
been thouglit akin to poetry : though her efforts are not 
so effectually perpetuated, she is not the less honoured, 
or her memory the less carefully preserved. Many very 
plausible hypotheses are contradicted by facts, yet I 
should imagine that the genius which prompted your 
*' Conspiracy*' would be no common baisis on which to 
erect a superstructure of oratorical fame. — " Est enim 
oratori finitimus Poeta, numeris adtsrictior paulo, ver- 
borum autem licenti^ Hberior, multis vero omandi gene- 
ribus socius, ac pene par :" &c. You no doubt are well 
acquainted with this passage, in the 1st Dial. De Orat. 
•o I shall not go on with it ; but I encourage a hope that 
I shall one day see a living proof of the truth of thb 
position, in you. Do not quite exclude me from a kind 
of fellow-feeling with you in your oratorical pursuits, for 
you know I must make myself a fit herald for the impor- 
tant message I am ordained to deliver, and I shall be- 
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Slow some pains to this end. No inducelnetit what^cr 
should prevail on me to enter into orders, if I were not 
thoroughly convinced of the truth ot the Religion I pro- 
fes8» as contained in the New Testament; and I hop^ 
that whatever I know to be the Truth I shall not hesitatt 
to proclaim, however much it may be disliked or de« 
apis^* The discovery of Truth, it is notorious^ ooght 
to be object of all true Philosophy ; and the attainment 
of this end must, to a philosopher, be the greatest of all 
possible blessings. If then a man be satisfied tibat he 
has arrived at the fountain head of pure Truth, and yd^ 
because the generality of men hold different sentiment^ 
dares not avow it, but tacitly gives assent to fatkhmi^ 
)ie withholds from men what, according to his prfncipkak 
it is for their good to know — he prefers hisjMrsMMi 
good to Truth — and he proves that, whatever he may 
profess, he is not imbued with the spirit of true Pfaiio* 
sophy. 

I have some intention of becoming a candidate for Sir 
William Brown's medals this year ; and, if I should, it 
would be a great satisfaction to me to subject my at- 
tempts to so good a classic as I understand you to bt« 
In the mean time, you will confer a real favour on me if 
you will transcribe some of your Latin verses for me^ as 
I am anxious to see the general character of modem 
Latin, as it is received at Cambridge ; and elegant verses 
always give me great pleasure, in whatever language I 
read them. Such I know yours will be. 
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In this remote corner of the world, where we have 
neither books nor booksellers, I am as ignorant of the 
afiairs of the literary worid as an inhabitant of Siberia* 
Sometimes the newspaper gives me some scanty hints; 
but, as I do not see a review, I cannot be sai4 to hold 
converse with the Republic. Pray is the voice of the 
Moses quite suspended in the clang of arms, or do they 
yei sins tho' unheeded 1 AU literary information will be 
to, ne quite new and interesting ; but do not suppose I 
bope to intrude on your more valuable time with these 
thmgs. When you shall have leisure I hc^ to hear 
fiom you ; and whatever you say, commg from you, it 
eannot foil to interest. 

Believe me, 

Dear Sir, 

Very sincerely, yours,, 

H.K. WHITE. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Wiuteringham^ 16th March, 1805* 
BEAU KIBKEy 



I WAS afl^ted by the death of youog B • He 

once called uj^n me, with Mr. H , when I was very 

illy and on that occasion Mr. H said to us both, 

** Ycimg men, J vmdd have you both pack off to Usban, 

far ffou wont last long if you stay here.** Mr. H 

was then about to set out for Hamburgh ; and he tqld 
me afterwards, that he n^ver expected to see me again, 
for that he thought I was more desperately gone in con- 
sumption than B • Yet you see how the good pro- 
vidence of God has spared me, and I am yet living, as I 
trust, to serve him with all my strength. Had I died 
then, I should have perished for ever ; but I have now 
hope, through the Lord Jesus, that I shall see the day of 
death with joy, and possibly be the means of rescuing 
others from a similar situation. I certainly thought of 
the ministry at first with improper motives, and my 
views of Christianily were for a long time very obscure ; 
but I have, I trust, gradually been growing out of dark-n 
ness into light, and I feel a well-grounded hope, that 
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God has sanctified my heart for great and valuable por^ 
poses. Woe be unto me if I frustrate bis designs. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

WinteriDgham, April, 1805. 

]>SAR NEVILLB, 

« • • # « 

VOU wrote me a long sbeet this last time, and I have 
eveiy reason to be satisfied with it, yet I sometimes wish 
I conld make you write closer and smaller. Since your 
mmd must necessarily be now much taken up with other 
things, I dare not press my former inquiries on subjects 
of reading. When your leisure season comes, I shall be 
happy to hear from you on these topics. 

It is a remark of an ancient philosophical poet, 
(Horace) that every man thinks his neighbour's condition 
happier than his own ; and indeed common experience 
shews, that we are too apt to entertain romantic notions 
of absent, and to think meanly of present, things ; to ex- 
tol what we have had no experience of, and to be dis- 
contented with what we possess. The man of 
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siglis for Uie sweets of leisure; the person, wlio, with a 
laste fer reading, has few opportunities for it, thinks tjbat 
man's \ih the sum of bliss, who has nothing to do but 
to study. Yet it often happens that the condition of the 
envier b happlea* than that of the envied. You have 
read Dr. Johnson's tale of the poor Tallow-Chandler^ 
who, after sighing for the quiet of country life, at length 
scraped money etiough to retire, but found his long- 
sought-for leisure so insupportable, that be made a 
voluntary offer to his successor to come up to town every 
Friday, and melt tallow for him gratis. It would be so 
with half the men of business, who sigh so earnestly for 
the sweets of retirement ; . and you may receive it ts one 
of the maturest observations! liave been able to make od 
human life, that there is no condition so happy as that 
of him who leads a life of full and constant employment. 
His amusements have a zest whicli men of pleasure 
would gladly undergo all his drudgery to experience, and 
the regular succession of business, provided his situation 
be not too anxious, drives away from his brain those 
harassing speculations which are continually assaulting 
the man of leisure and the man of reading. The studious 
man, though his pleasures are of the most refined species^ 
finds cares and disturbing thoughts in study. To think 
much and deeply, will soon make a man sad. Hk 
thoughts, ever on the wing, often carry him where ht 
shudders to be even in imagination. He is like a man 
in sleep— sometimes his dreams are pleasing, but al 
others horror itself lakes possession of his imagination ; 
and this* inequality of mind is almost insepandile frooi 
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jfiuth meditaitioD and nieqtal exercise. From Uife taole 
it often bappeiUi tl^at letieted and philoflopbieal. menari 
peevbh in tbeir tempersi and austere in tbeir maiinerlft 
The inieren^ I would draw from tbeie remailu, is 
generally tbia^ that although ever^ matt carries about 
him the seeds of happiness or misery in his own bosons^ 
yel it is a truth not liable to many excepyoasi thlit wum 
are more equally free from anxiety and care in propop- 
tion as they recede from the more refined and mental^ 
to the grosser and bodily employments and modes of 
life^ but that the happiest condition b placed in the .mid** 
die, between the extremes of both. Thus a p^rsoa wMb 
a moderate love of reading and few oj^ortunities of in^ 
dulgiog ity would be inclined to envy one in my situation* 
bdeause such a one has notlung to do but to read ; but I 
could tell hun» that though my studious pleasnrea are 
mdre comprehensive than his, they are not mora exquH 
sitie^ and that aai occasional banquet gives more d«l%bt 
than a continual feasts Reading should be dearer to yon 
tha» tome, became I always read and you Init seldom. 

Alarond and I took a small boat on Monday^ andael 
eat for Hull, a distance of thirteen mies, as soqvs com« 
{mte ity though others make it less. We wept very 
aserrily with a good pair of oars, until we o^rae wfthia 
four miles of Hull, when, owing to some hard woridi^ 
we were quite exhausted ; but as the tide was nearly 
down, and the shore soft, we could nt^t get to any villages 
on the banks. At length we made Hull, aqd just ar« 
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Tived ID Itme to be grounded in tbe middle of fLe bar-- 
bour, without any possible means of getting ashore tiM 
tiie flux or* flood. As we w4re half fambbed, I deter* 
mined to wade asbore for provisions^ and had tbe satis- 
faction of getting above the knees in mud almost every 
step I made. When I gotasbore, I recollected I bad 
given Almond aU my cash. This was a terrible dilemmas 
— ^to return back was too laborious, and I expected the 
tide flowing every minute. At last I determined to go 
to tbe inn where we usually dine when we go to Hull, 
and try bow mucll credit I possessed there, and I hap- 
pily found nfo difficulty in procuring refreshments, wbidi 
I carried off in triumph to the boat. Here new diffioal- 
ties occurred ; for the tide had flowed in considjBraUy 
during my absense, although not sufficiently to move tbe 
boat, so that my wade was much worse bade, than it bad 
been before. On our return, a most placid and caloi 
day was converted into a doudy one, and we bad aj^iiak. 
gale in our teeth. Knowing we were quite safe, we 
struck across from Hull to Barton, and when we were 
off Hazd Whelps, a place which is always rough, wq 
bad some tremendous swdb, which we weathered ad-t 
mirably, and (bating our getting on the wrong aide, of 
a bank, owing to .the deceitful appearance of the coasQ 
we had a prosperous voyage home, having rowed twenty^ 
m miles in less than five hours. 
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TO MR. K. SWANN. 

Winteringhaniy April 6th; 1805. 
MY DEAR KIRKB, 



YOUR coroplaiDt of the lukewarmness of your affec- 
tions towards spiritual ^iogs« is a very commou one with 
christians. We all feel it ; and if it be attended with an 
earliest desire to acquit ourseli'es in thb respect, and to 
recover our wonted fervour, it is a complaint indicative 
of our ^tfafulness. In cases of christian experience^ I 
submit my own opinion to any body's, and hilve too 
serious a distrust of it myself to offer it as a rule or 
naxim of unquestionable authority; but 1 havetbuiid, 
aind think, that the best remedy against lukewarnmess, is 
an obstinate persisting in prayer, untfl our affections be 
iQoved ; and a regular habit of going to religious duties with 
a prepared and meek heart, thinking more of obtaining 
communion with God, than of spending so many mtnntes 
id seeking it. Thus, when we pray, we must not kneel 
down with the idea that we are to spend so many thmutes 
in supplication, and after the usual time have elapsed, 
go about our regular business : we must remind ourselves 
that we have an object in prayer, and that until that ob-r 
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ject be attainedy that is, until we are satisfied that our 
Father hears us, we are not to conceive that our doty is 
performed, although we may be in the* posture of prayer 
for an hour. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

WinterbBgham, 12tb A|iril, 1805. 
MY DEAR MOTHER, 



. ' I HAVE constructed a planetarium or tm^ery^ of m 
irery simple kind, which cannot iail to give even cbildrea 
aa idea of the order and course of the heavedly bodies* 
I shall write a few plain and simple lectures upon it, 
with le^ns to be got off by heart by the childreo, so 
HM you will be able without any difficulty to teteb 
them the rudiments of astronomy. The machine, sinEi- 
pie as it may seem, is such, that you cannot iiul to undeiw 
stand the planetary system by it, and were it not that I 
cannot afford the additional expence, I could make it 
much more complete and interesting. You must sot 
expect any thing striking m the instrument itself, as it 
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only consists of an index plate, with rods and balb. — II 
will explain the situation of the planets, their courses^ 
the motion of the earth and moon, the causes of the 
eeasans^ the diiSvreBt kngths of day and night, the 
reason of eclipses, transits, &c. When you have seen it, 
and read the explanatory lectures, you will he able to 
judge of its plainness ; and if you find you understand 
it, you may teach geography scholars its use. Should it 
fail in other points of view, it will be useful to Maria 
and Catharine. 



- A(8iemb^r;to keep up the plan of family worship on 
Sundays, with strictness until I come, and it will pro- 
Ibably pave the way for still further improiKements, which 
I may perhaps have an opportunity of making while I 
•tay with you. Let Maria and Catharine be more par- 
ticularfy ftaaght to regard Sunday as a day set apart 
tfom all woiklly occi^pations.: — Let them have eveiy 
tbkig prepared for the Sabbath on the preceding day; 
mid, be carefully warned on that day in- particular to 
avoid paying too great an attentton to dress. I know 
bow important iiabits like these, will be to their future 
jiappiness even in this world, and I therefore press this. 
«tb etrnestaess. 
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TO ms BROTHER NEVILLE. 



MY DEAR NEVILLE. 



Winteringhanii 20th May, 1805. 



IdY first business must be to thank you for the * * 
* * which I received by Mr. K. Swann; you must not 
suppose that I feel reluctance to Ue under obligations to 
80 affectionate a brother, when I say, that I have felt un- 
easy every since on more accounts than one. I am con* 
vinced in the first place, that you have little to* spare, 
and I fear in the second that I shall prove an faindnaiee 
to a measure which I know to be necessary for your 
health, I mean your going to some watermg-plaoe lor 
the benefit of sea-bathing. I am aware of the nature of 
injuries received at the joints, especially the knee; and I 
am sure nothing ^ill strengthen your knee more for the 
present, and prevent the recurieuce of disease in it for 
the future. I would have you, therefore, if by any 
melans, you can* be spared in London, go to one of the 
neighbouriug coasts, and take sufficient time to reoovor 
your strength. You mav pitch upon some pleasant 
place, where there will be sufficient company to amuse 
you, and not so much as to create bustle, and make a toil 
of reflection, and turn retirement into riot. Since yon 
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arasi be as sensible as I am, that this is necessary for 
your healthy I shall fieel assured, if you do not go, tliat I 
am the cause, a consideration I would gladly spare 
inyself. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Nottiogbam, Jane, 1805. 
MT DEAR BROTHER, 

I WROTE you a long letter from Winteringham 
•ometinie ago, which I now apprehend you have never 
received, or if you have, some more important concerns 
have occupied your time than writing to me on general 
jubjects. Feeling, however, rather weary to-night, I 
have determbed to send this sheet to you, as a proof 
that if I am not a punctual, I am certainly ht from a 
ceremonious cQrrespondent. 

N 

\ 

Our adventure on the Humber you should have learnt 
from K. Swann, who, with much minuteness, filled up 
three sides of a letter to his friend, with the account. 
The matter was simply this : He, Almond, and myself, 
made an excursion about twelve or fourteen miles vipAe 
Humber, on our return ran aground, were left by the 
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tide on a sand-bank, and were obliged to -teniaili six 
hours in an open boat, exposed to a beavj raki^ li^ 
vfind, and piercing cold, until the tide rose, when two 
men brought a boat to our assistance. We got bome 
about twelve o'clock at night : no evil consequences en- 
sued, owing to our using every exertion We could think 
of to keep warmth in our bodies. 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

^ NottrDgham, 27th Jnoe, 1805. 
MY DEAR FRIEND, 

IT is some time since I wrote to you, and stffl longer 
since I heard from you ; bnt you are acquainted with 
my. unceremonious disposition, and will, I hope, pardon 
me for obtruding an unbidden guest on your notice. I 
have a question to ask of you in the first place, and I 
shM then fill up my letter with all the familrarity of a 
man talking by your side, and saying any thing, rather 
than be accused of saying nothing. My leisore win 
scarcely permit me to write to you again while I am 
here, and I shall therefore make the best use of the pre^ 

cent occasion. 

• • • 
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. We have been fiiggieg throogh Rbflin's aQcient his* 
lory and some other historical books, as I belieiFe, to no 
gfeat purpose. RoUin is a valuable and truly pious wri- 
tut, but so crammed and garnished with reflections, that 
you lose the thread of the story, while the poor man is 
prosing about the morality of it ; when too, after all, the 
moral is so obvious as not to need insisting upon. Yott 
may give my compliments to your good friends Galen, 
Hippocrates, and Paracelsus, and tell them I had much 
rather pay them my devoirs at a distance, than come 
into close contact with them or their cathartics. Me* 
dical Greek and Medical Latin would act as a sudorific 
upon any man, who should hear their tremendous tech* 
Bicals pronounced with the true ore rotundo of a Scotch 
Physician. 

And now, my dear Sir, we will cry a truce to flip^ 
pancy — I have neither time nor inclination to indulge in 
k to excess. You and I have been some titliie asunder 
hit the pursuit of our several studies, you to the lively 
and busy seat of gaiety, fashion, and folly —I to the re* 
tired liaonts of a secluded village, and the studious walls 
of a silent and ancient parsonage. At first sight one 
would think that my lot had been most profitable, as 
undoubtedly it is most secure; but when we come to 
consider the present state of things in the capital, the 
boundless opportunities of spiritual improvement which ^ 
ofier themselves, and the very superior society which 
every serious man may there join with, the tables seem 
turned in your favour. I hope and trust thb b really 
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the cas^, and that with philosophical strength of nihkl* 
yon have turned an unregarding ear to the voice of follj, 
and continued fixed upon the serener and far more ex- 
'qubite occupations of a religious life. I have been 
cultivating in retirement, by slow and imperceptible 
degrees, a closer communion with God ; but you have 
been led, as it were, in triumph by the energetic dis- 
courses of the many good men whom you have had the 
opportunity of hearing, to heights of religious satisfac*' 
tion, whicli I can at present only sigh for at a distance.- 
I appeal to you, whether the Grace of God is not the 
source of exquisite enjoyments? What can be more de- 
lightful than that sweet and placid calm which it casts 
over one's mind ! or than the tenderness it sheds abroad 
in ourliearts, both with regard to God and. our poor 
fellow-labourers. Even worldly-minded men confess 
that thb life is, at best, but a scene of anxiety, and dis- 
appointment, and distress. How absurd then, and iik 
consistent must be their conduct, when, in spite of thb* 
so general and confirmed an experience, they neglect 
what can alone alleviate the sorrows of thb life, and pro*- 
vide for the happiness -of the next. How much more it 
he to be envied* who can exclaim with St. Paul, '* The 
world is crucified unto me, and Junto the worldJ* ** I 
have learnt, in whatever state I am, therewith to be co»» 
tent." " The world passeth away^ and the lust thereof t 
hit he that doeth the will of God abideth for ever/* 
There is, in truth, an indescribable satbfaction in. the 
servipe of God; his* grace imparts such composure in 
time of trouble, and such fortitude in the anticipation of 
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H, at the same titne^ that it increases our pleisurfis bjr 
makiag them innocent, that the christian viewed^ either 
as militant in this troublous scene, or as a traveller who 
is hastening by a difficult, but short journey, to a better 
conotry, is a most enviable and happy character. The 
nan who lives without God in the world, on the other 
hand, has neither rest here nor certainty or hope for the 
fatore. His reflections must, at all times, be dubious 
and ^k, not to say distressing : and hb most exquisite 
eqioyments must have a sting of fear and apprehension 
ip them, which is felt when the gay hour is over, and its 
joys no more remembered. Many wicked and dissipated 
men sigh in secret for the state of the righteous, but 
they conceive there are insuperable obstacles in the way 
of religion, and that they must amend their lives before 
th^ can hope for acceptance, or even dare to sf e^ ac* 
ceptance with God. But what a miserable delusion i» 
this!. If this were truly the case, how awful would be 
the condition of the sinner; for we know that our hearts 
are so depraved and so obstinately addicted to sin, that 
they cannot forsake it without some more than mortal 
power to cut asunder the bonds of innate corruption^ 
and loosen the affections from this sinful bondage. I 
was talking a few days ago with a young surgeon, who 
is just returned from the East Indies, and was expostu- 
lating with him on^his dissolute habits: ** Sir*^ said he, 
** I know you are happy, aiid I would give worlds to be 
able to subdue my passiotis; but it is impossible, it never 
am be done: I have made resolution upon resolution^ 
and 'the only effect has been, that I have plunged deeper 
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into vice Ifaan ever.'' What could be a stronger Wuatni- 
tion of the Scripture truth. That man's heart is nalurallj^ 
corrupt* and desperately wicked. Since wickedness is 
misery, can we conceive that an all-good and benevole&t. 
God would have originally created map with siicb a 
disposition] It is sin which has made the world a va(# 
of tears. It is the power of the crosf of Jesu^ CMrt 
alone that can redeem us from our natural dqiravity;-^ 
'' Yes,'' my friend, " We know on wham we have be* 
lieved; and we are^ persuaded, that he it able to keep 
that which we have committed unto him again^ th^ 
great day." When I occasionally reflect on the bistory 
of the times when the great Redeemer appeared, behold 
God preparing his way before him, uniting all the dvi^ 
lized world in one language (Greek^ for the spee(li^ 
disseminating of the blessed Gospel; and then ^heii | 
compare his precepts with those of the noost famous of 
ancient sages, and meditate on his life, his manners; bit 
sufferings, and cruel death, I am lost in wonder, love^ 
and gratitude. Such a host of evidence attended hini^ 
as no power but that of the devil could withstands Hli 
doctrines, compared with the morality of thethenworM^ 
leem indeed to have dropt down from heaven. His iioekn 
oess, his divine compassion and pity for and forgifeaess 
of his bitterest enemies, convinces me that he was indited 
the Word, that he was what he professed to l>e, God; 
in his Son, reconciling the world to himself. Th^se 
thoughts open my eyes to my own wretched ingratitude 
and disregard of so mercift^l and compassionate a nMer; 
under such impressions, I could ardently long |o be 
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iej^tafei altogetk^r from the afikirs of thk life, aod live 
alone to my Redeemer. But, alas ! this does not last 
long — ^tbe pleasing outside of the delusive world entices 
wkfihe^rt away; beaufy smiles one iqt^ a disgust of re- 
MgioSy aod the fear of singularity frowns me into the 
<XHioedliiient of it. How artfully does the arch-deceiver 
iBsiouate himsdf into our hearts! He tells us, that there 
is a deal of Ainnecessary moroseness in religion,, a deal 
too nany hiNtiiliatiog conditions in the gospel, and many 
igMoraiit absurdities in its professors; while on the other 
haml the polite world is so cheerful and pleasing, so full 
of harmless gaiety and refined elegance, that we cannal. 
but love it. Thi^ is an insidious si^ecies of reasoning. 
Could we but see things in their true colours; were btU 
tbe fidse varnish off^ the society of the gospel would 
leera an assembly of angels, that of the world a congre- 
galioo of devils: but it is the best way not to reason 
with the Tempter. I have, a Talisman, which at oiico 
puts to flight all his arguments; it is the name of my 
Saviour, and. against that the gates of hell tfAa/Ziti^ pret 
9iuL That is my anchor and my confidence; I can go 
witb that to the bed of death, and lift up tiie eyes of ih« 
4yiBg and dejBpairiug wretch to the great Intercessor; I 
eaa go with this jnto the society of the cheerfiil„ and 
tome away with lightness of heart and entertaimnent of 
spirit. In every circumstance of life I can join with 
Job, who> above fourteen hundred years before Jesus 
Christ, esdaims in the fervor of holy antici|)ation, ** I 
know that my Redeemer livetli, and that he sbaU stand 
at the latter day upon the earth; and. though after mj| 
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skin worms destroy this body, yet ia my flesh diall I 
see God." 

The power of the gospel was never more strongly 
illustrated than in the late mission to Greenland. These 
poor and unlettered tribes, who inhabit nearly the ex- 
tremest verge of animal exbtence, heard the discourses 
of the Danish missionaries on the being of a God with 
stupid unconcern, expressed, their assent to every thing 
that was proposed to them, and then hoped to extort 
some present for their complacency. For ten years did 
a very learned and pious man labour among them with- 
out the conversion of a single soul. He thought that he 
must prove to them the existence of a God, and the 
original stain of our natures^ before he could preuch the 
peculiar doctrines of the gospel, and he could never get 
over this first step; for they eitlier could not understand 
it, or would not, and when no presents were to be had^ 
turned away in disgust. At length he saw his error, and 
the plan of operations was altered. Jesus Christ was 
preached in simplicity, without any preparation. The 
Greenlanders seemed thoughtful, amazed, and confound« 
. ed ; their eyes were opened to their depraved and lost 
State. The gospel was received every where with ardent 
attention. The flame spread like wild-fire over the icy 
wastes of Greenland ; numbers came from the remotest 
recesses of the Northern Ocean to hear the word of life, 
and the greater part of the population of that extensive 
country has in time been baptized in the name of the 
Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost. 
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* .-'I: ium now filled my sheet. — Pardoii my prdixtty, 
and believe roe^ my prayers are ofiered up^ freqaenilyi 
for your continuance of the path you have chosen. For 
ayselfy I need your prayers — ^may we be a mutual 
laristance to eacb other, and to all our fellow-labourwrt 
in the U>rd Jesus. 

Believe me. 

Your sincere friend, 

H.K. WHITE. 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLE8W0RTH. 

NottingfaaxDy 6th July, 1805. 
]>£Aft CHABLESWORTH» 



I BEG you will admire the elegance of texture and shap^ 
of the sheet on which I have the honour to write to you, 
ieoA beware, lest in drawing your conclusions, you conceive 
that I am turned exciseman ; for I assure you I write 
altogether m character; — a poor Cambridge scholar, 
with a patrimony of a few old books, an ink-horn, aud 
tome sundry qwes of paper, manufactured as the en- 

VOL. !• N 
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velope of pounds of tea, but converted into repositofies 
of learning and taste. ^ ' - 

: The classics are certainly in disrepute. The ladies 
have no more reverence for Greek and Latin, than thej 
have for an old peruke, or the ruffles of Queen Anne. 
1 verily believe, that they would hear Homer's Greek 
without evidencing one mark of terror and awe, even 
though spouted by an university orator, or a Westminster 
stentor. O terapora, O mores ! the rural elegance of 
the twanging French kmm, and the vile squeak of the 
Italian fiddle, are more preferred than all the energy 
and all the sublimity of all the Greek and Roman orators, 
historians, poets, and philosophers, put together. Now, 
Sir, as a classic, I cannot bear to have the honorable 
fame of the ancients thus despised and contemned, and 
therefore I have a controversy with all the l>eaux and 
belles. Frenchmen and Italians. When they tell me, 
that I walk by rule and compass, that I balance my body ' 
with strict regard to the centre of gravity, and that I 
have more Greek in my pate, than grace in my limbs; 
I can bear it all in sullen silence, for you know it roust 
be a libel, since I am no mathematician, and therefore 
cannot have learned to walk ill by system. As for grace, 
I do believe since I read Xeoophon, I am become a 
very elegant man, and in due time shall be able to spout 
Pindar, danciug in due gradation the advancing retro- 
grade and medium steps, according to the regular pro- 
gress of the strophe, antistrophe; and epode. You and 
I will be very fashionable men, after the manner of the 
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Ij^reeks; we will institute an orchestra for the exerciiN^ 
of the ar8 aaltandi, and will recline at our meals on the 
legitimate Triclinium of the ancients — only banish all 
modem beaus and belles, to whom I ;mi a professed and 
declared enemy. 

So much for flippancy — 

V^e!S.R.V.B.E.E.Q.V. 

H. K. WHitE* 



to WILLIAM ROUGH, ESQ. 

ibriggt near Winteringbam, July, 180^^ 
MY I]iBAR SIBi 

I HAVE just missed you at Lincoln, where I had 
some expectations of seeing you, and had not circum- 
stances prevented, I had certainly waited there till to- 
morrow morning for that purpose^ This letter, which I 
wrote at Brigg, I shall convey to you at Kurton, by some 
person going to the session; many of whom, I have no 
doubt, are to be found in thb litigious little town. 

Your mis-directed epistle, to my great sorrow, never 
reached my hands. As I was very anxious to get it, i 
made many enquuries at the post-offices round ; but th^ 
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Mwre all in Taku I conaider i\m ai a r^l lossi and I 
hope you will regard me as still ui|deir tbe.preMure.of 
veaatioDy until I receive some aubiiitute from your bandiu 

• 
Had I any certain expectation of hearing you addff^M^ 
the Court, or Jury sworn, at Kirton, no circumstances 
should prevent me from being present ; so do I long to 
mark the dawnings of that eloquence which will one day 
ring thfovgh every court in the Midland Circuit. I think 
the noise of ***, the overbearing petulance of ••♦, 
and the decent assurance of***, will readily yield to 
that pure^ chaste^ and manly eloquence^ which, I have 
no doubt, you chiefly cultivate. It seems to me, who 
am certainly no very competent judge, that there is an 
uniform mode, or art, of pleading in our courts, which is 
in itself fimlty, and is, moreover, a bar to the higher ex- 
cellencies. You know, before a barrister begins, in what 
manner he will treat the subject ; you anticipate hkpori^ 
iivene$8f his complete coofldence in the staUUijty of hig 
case, his contjempt of his opponeut, his voluble exaggm 
ration, and the vehemence of his indignation. All these 
are as of course. It is no malter what soi:t of a fafi^ the 

buainesa assume: if Mr. r be all impetuosity, aala^ 

nifhmeat and indignation on one side, we know he wow)d 
not have been a whit less impetuous, less astonishe4a cyi 
less indignant, on the other, had he happened to have 
been retained. It is true, this assurance of success* this 
contempt of an opponent, and dictatorial dfcision ii| 
speaking, are calculated to have effect on the minds of n 
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^fj t ttid if it be the business of A ^linsd to t>btiiid fail 
ends by any means, he is right to adopt tKem ; but tiie 
misfortune is, that all these things are mechanical, and 
as much in the power of the opposite counsel as in your 
own; so that it is not so much who argues best, as who 
q[)eaks last, loudest, or longest. True eloquence, on the 
other hand, is confident only where there is real ground 
for confidence, trusts more to reason and facts than to 
imposing declamation, atid 9eefcs rither to Convince than 
dazzle. The obstreperous rant of a pleader may,^ for a 
while, intimidate a jury, but plain and manly argument, 
delivered in a candid and ingenious manner, will more 
effectually work upon their understandings, and will 
make an impression on which the froth of declamation 
will be lost. I think a man, who would plead in this 
jBanner, would gain the confidence of a jury, add W6uld 
&id the avenues of their hearts much more open, than li 
iMin of more assurance, who, by tbo mu^h confidence 
^where there is much doubt, and too mudi vehemence 
jwb^re theire is greater need of coolness, puts his hearers 
jeoHtimially in mind that he is pleading for hire. There 
.iwtms to me So much beauty in truth, that I could wish 
0ar barristers would make a distinction between cases, in 
their opinion well Or ill founded, embaying their whole 
lieait and soul in the one, and eontenting tfaeinsdves 
mtfa a perspicuous and forcible statement of their dient's 
t^ in the other. 

Pardon my ramblmg. The tMCoethee tertfentft (ean 

N3 



4ni1y be used by indulgence, and we have all a jpropen^ty 
to talk about things we do not understand. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

Wintenngbam, Aag. 20th 1805, 
DEAR IfEVILLBf 



I AM very sensible af all your affection, in your anx» 
iety that I should not diminish my books ; but I am b j 
no means relieved from the anxiety which, on more ac* 
counts than one, I am under, as to my present situation; 
80 great a burthen to the family, when I ought to be a 
support. My father made some heavy complaints when 
I was at home, and though I am induced to beheve that 
he is enough harassed to render it very excusable, yet I 
cannot but feel strongly the peculiarity of my situation; 
and, at my age, feel ashamed that I should add to hii 
burthens. At present I have my hands completdy 
tied behind me. When I get to college I hope to have 
more opportunities of advantage, and, if I am fortunate, 
I shall probably relieve my father and mother: from th^ 
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weight which I now lay upon them. I wish joo^ if you 
read this letter to my mother, to omit this part. 



i 



TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ, 

Winteringhaiii^ Sept. lOtli, 1805. 
DEAR SIR, 

YOUR letter has at length reached me at this place, 
where 1 have been for the last ten months employed 
in classical reading, with Mr. Grainger. It gives me 
pleasure to hear of you, and of poetry ; for, since I came 
here, I have not only been utterly shut out from all in- 
tercourse with the lettered world, but have totally laid 
aside the pen of inspiration. I have been actuated to this 
by a sense of duty ; for I wish to prove that I have not 
coveted the ministerial office through the desire of leam« 
ed leisure, but with an ardent wish to do my duty, as a 
teacher of the truth. I should blush to present myjself 
as a candidate for that office in aq unqualified and u&r 
prepared state, and as I have placed my idea of the 
necessary qualifications very high, all the time between 
now and my taking my degree will be little enough for 
these purposes alone. I oflen^ however, cast a look of 
fond regret to the darliog occupations of my younger 
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houn^ and tfie tears rush into my eyes, as I ftncy I see 
the few wild flowers of poetic genius, with which I have 
been blessed, withering with neglect. Poetry has been 
to me something more than amusement, it has l>een a 
cheering companion, when I have had no other to fly to; 
and a delightful solace, when consolation has l>een in 
some measure needful. I cannot, therefore, discard so 
old and faithful a friend without deep regret, especially 
when I reflect that, stung by my mgratitiide, he may de- 
sert me for ever I 



With regard to your intended pubHcation, you do me 
too much honour by ii^rting my puerilities akmg with 
such good company, as I know I shall meet there. I 
wbh I could present you with some sonnets Worthy of 
your work. I have looked back amongst my old papers^ 
and find a few verses under that name, whicli were writ- 
ten between the time when ^* CUflon Grove" was sent 
to the press, and its final appearance. The looking over 
these papers has recalled a little of my old warmth, and 
I have scribbled some lines, which, as they owe their rise 
to your letter, I may fairly (if I have room) present t6 
you. I cannot read the sonnets which I have found 
amongst my papers with pleasure, and therefore I shall 
not presume to shew them to you. I shall anxioasly eaL*> 
pect the publication of your work. 

I diall be in Cambridge next month, being admitted a 
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Sifiir at St. Jean's. Trinity would have stilted mj plaos 
better, but the expenses of that college are greater. 

With thanks for your kmd remembrance of me, I re- 
main. 

Dear Sir, 

Very respectiiilly and thankfully yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

YES) my stray steps have wander*d, wander'd far 
From thee, and long, heart-soothing Poesy ! 
And many a flower, which in the passing time 
My heart bath registered, nipp'd by the chill 
Of undeserved neglect, hath shrunk and died. 
Heart-soothing Poesy! — Tho* thou hast ceas'd 
To hover o'er the many voiced strings 
Of my long silent lyre, yet thou can'st still 
Call the warm tear from its thrice haDow'd cell. 
And vdth recalled images of bliss 
Warm my reluctant heart. — Yes, I would throw. 
Once more would throw, a quick and hurried liand 
O'er the responding chords. — It hath not ceas*d — 
It cannot, will not cease ; the heav'nly warmth 
Plays round my heart, and mantlet o'er my cheek, 
Still, tho' unbidden, plays. — Fair Poesy! 
The summer and the spring, the wind and rain, 
Sunshine and storm, with various interchange. 
Have maric'd foil many a day, and week, and month, 
Since by dark wood, or hamlet far retired, 
Spell-struck, with thee I loiter'd. — Sorceress ! 
I cannot burst thy bonds ! — It is but lift 
Thy blue eyes to that deep bespangled vault, 
Wreathe thy enchanted tresses round thine arm. 
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And mntter some obscure and cbarnied Hiyme^ 
And I could follow thee, on thy night's work, 
Up to the regions of thrice-chastened fire, 
Or in the caverns of the ocean flood, 
Thrid the light mazes of thy volant foot. 
Yet other duties call mc, and mine ear 
Must turn away from the high minstrelsy 
Of thy soul-trancing harp, unwillingly 
Must turn away ; — there are severer strains, 
(And surely they are sweet as ever smote 
The ear of spirit, from this mortal coil 
Released and disembodied) there are strains 
Forbid to all, save those whom solemn thought, 
Thro* the probation of revolving years, 
And mighty converse with the spirit of tnith, 
Have purged and purified. — To these my soul, 
Aspiretb ; and to tliis sublimer end 
I gird myself, and climb the toilsome steep 
With patient expectation. — Yea, sometimes 
Foretaste of bliss rewards me ; and sometimes 
Spirits unseen upon my footsteps wait, 
And minister strange music, which doth seem 
Now near, now distant, now on high, now low, n 
Then swelling from all sides, with bliss complete. 
And full fruition filling all the soul. 
Surely duch ministry, tho* rare, may soothe 
The steep ascent, and cheat the lassitude 
Of toil ; and but that my fond heart 
Reverts to day-dreams of the summer gone, 
Wlien by clear fountain, or embowered brake, 
I lay a listless muser, prizing fiir. 
Above all other lore, the poet's theme; 
But for such recollections I could brace 
My stubborn spirit for the arduous path 
Of science unregretting -, eye afar 
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Miilofopfay upon her i^teepestheighty * ., 

And with bold step, and resohite attempt, 
Paraae her to the innermost recess, 
Where thron'd in light she sits, the Qaeen of Truth. 

These verses form nearly the only poetical effort of 
thb year. Pardon their imperfections. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

St. John's, Oct 18th, 1805. 
MY DEAR BEN, 

I AM at length finally settled in my rooms, and, ac« 
cording to my promise, I write to you to tell you so. I 
did not feel quite comfortable at first here ; but I now 
begin to feel at home, and relish my silent and thought- 
ful cup of tea more than ever. Amongst our various 
occupations, that of attending chapel is to me not the 
least irksome, for the service is read in general below the 
span of my auditory nerve ; but when they chaunt, i am 
quite charmed, for our organ is fine, and the voices are 
good. This is, however, only on high days and festivals, 
in which number the present day is to be reckoned (St. 
Luke's). 

My mathematical studies do not agree witli me, and 
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;yoa may^tjatisfy yourself 1 ^hall niever ben senior v^ng- 
ler. Msi&y meo come up with knowledge enough for the 
highest honours, and how can a man be expected to 
keep up with them, who starts without any previous 
fiind ? Our lectures begin on Monday, and then I shall 
know more of college difficulties. 

My rooms are in the top story of the farthest court of 
St« John's (which you perhaps remember) near the clois- 
ters. They are light, and tolerably pleasant, though, as 
there was no furniture in them, and I have not yet 
bought many necessary articles, they look very bare. 
Your phiz over the chimney-piece has been recognised 
by two of my fellow students, the one recollected its like- 
ness to Mr. Maddock, of Magdalene; and the other said 
it was like a young man whom he had seen with Mn 
Maddocky and whom he supposed to be his brother. 

Of my new acquaintances^ I have become intimate 
with a Mr. * * *, who, I hope, will be senior wrangler. 
He is a very serious and friendly man, and a* man of no 
common mathematical talents. He lives in the same 
.court with me. Besides him, I know of none whose 
frieifdsfaip I should value; and, including \xi\si^ no one 
whose hand I would take in preference to that of my old 
friend ; so long as I see my old friend with his old face. 
When you have learned to be other than what you are, I 
shall not regret that B. M. is no longer my friend, bat 

that my former friend is now no more. 

» • ♦ 
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I wa&ed tfaroagh Magdalene the other day, and i could • 

sot help anticipating the time when I should come ta 

^iok.^our tea, and swallow your bread and bulilli; 

^ithip thie sacred walls. You must know our college^ 

^^vas originally a convent for Black Friary; and if a maa[ 

of the reign of Henry the Sixth were to peep out of his 

^pnye, in the adjoining church-yard, and look into our 

portab, judging by our dress and appearance, he mi^t 

deem us a convent of Black Friars still. Some of our* 

brethren, it is true, would seem of very unsightly bulk, 

but many of them, with eyes sunk into their heads, from 

poring over the mathematics, might pass very well for 

the fiuting and mortified shadows of penitent moidts^ 

With regard to the expenses of our college, I can nofir 
•peidk decisively ; and I can tell you, that I sfa^ll be here 
aaindependant man« I am a Senior Sizar, under very 
favourable circumstances, and, I believe, the profits fii 
my situation will neariy equal the actual expenses of the 
college. But this is no rule for other colleges. . I am 
on the best side (there are two divisions) of St. John's, 
and the expenses here are less than .any where else in the 
university. 

I have this week written some very eIal>orate verses, 
for a college prize, and I have at length learned that I 
am not qualified for a competitor, not being a Lady 
Margaret's scholar: so that I have lost my labour. 
Compared with the other men of this large college, I 
find laniva respectable cl^sic, and if. I had tim^ to giv« 
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to the languages, I think I should ultimately sncoeed in 
them in no small degree ; but the fates forbid ; mathe« 
matics I must read, and in mathematics I know I never 
shall excel. These are harassing reflections for a poor 
young man gaping for a fellowship I 

If I choose I could find a good deal of religious so« 
ciety here, but I must not indulge myself with it too 
much. Mr. Simeon's preaching strikes me much. 



I beg you will answer a thousand such questions a» 
these, without my asking them. 

This is a letter of intelligence : — Next shall be seatH 
ment (or a Gothic arch, for they are synonimotis accord* 
ing to Mr. M). 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's, October 96ih, 1805^ 
D£AR MOTHER, 



YOU seem to repose so little confidence in what I say 
with regard to my College expenses, that I am not eA» 
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couraged to hope you will give me much credit for what. 
I am about to say ; namely, that bad I no money at all»' 
either from my friends or Mr. Simeon, I could manage 
to live here. My situation is so very favourable, and. 
the necessary expenses so very few, that I shall want verj..v 
Uttle .more than will suffice for cloaths and books. I 
have got the bills of Mr. * **« a Sizar of this College, 
now before me, and from them and his own account, I 
will give you a statement of what my College bills Will 
amount to. 



Thus, my College expenses will not be more than 
12 or 151. a year at the most. I shall not have any oc* 
casion for the whole sum I have a claim upon Mr. Simeoa 
for^ and if things go well, I shall be able to live without 
being dependent on any one. The Mr. **, whose bills 
I have borrowed, has been at College three years. He 
came over from * * with lOl. in his pocket, and 
has no friends, nor any income or emolument whatever, 
except what he receives for his Sizarship : yet he does 
support himself, and that too very genteelly. It is only 
men's extravagance that makes College life so expensive. 
There are Sizars at St. John's, who spend 150K a year; 
but they are gay dissipated men, who chuse to be Sizars 
in order that they may have more money to lavish on 
their pleasures. Our dumers and suppers cost us no- 
thing, and if a man chuse to eat milk-breakfasts, ^i^d go 
without tea, be may live absolutely for nothing ; for his 
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C<^ege emolaments will cover the rest of bb etpmefmi 
Tea is indeed almost superfluous, since we do not riMl 
from 'dinner 'till half past three, and the sapper bell rings 
a quarter before nine. Our mode of living is not to he 
compkined of> for the table b covered with aU posaMe 
variety, and on feast days, which our fellows take care 
are pretty frequent, we have wine. 

Yon will now, I trust, feel satisfied on this subject, and 
will no longer give yourself unnecessary uneasiness 
my account. 



I was -unfortunate enough to be put into unfurnished 
rooms, so that my furniture wiU cost me a little more than 
I expected ; I suppose about 151. or perhaps. not quite so 
much. I «leep on a hair matrass, which I find just ai 
comfortable as a bed; it only cost me 4l. along with 
blankets, counterpane, and pillows, &c. I have thiee 
rooms — a sitting room,' a bed room, and a kind of BtnU 
lery or pantry. My sitting room is very light and pkarr 
sant, and what does not often happen, the walb are ia 
good case, having been lately stained green. 

I must coihmission my sister to make me a pair of 
letter racks, but they must not be fine, because ray fiu»# 
niture b not very fine. I think the old sl^ape (or oelat 
gons one upon another) is the neatest, and white the besi 
colour. I wbh Maria would paint vignettes in the squares^ 
because then I should see how he^: drawing proceeds* 
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You musi know that these are ii6t intended as mere BHit«- 
(en of shew, but are intended to answer some purpose ; 
ther^. are so many particular places to attend on parties* 
kur days, that unless a man is very cautious, be has no- 
thing else to do than to pay forfeits for non-attendance* 
A few cards, and a little rack, will be a short way of 
helping the memory, 

I think I must get a supply of sugar from London, for 
if I buy it here, it will cost me Is. fid. per pound, which 
is rather too much. I have got tea enough to last the 
term out. 



Although you may be quite easy on the subject of my 
future support, yet you must not form splendid ideas of 
my success at the University, for tlie lecturers all speak 
so low, and we sit at such a distance, that I cannot hear 
a syllable. I have, therefore, no more advantage than if 
I were studying at home. 

I beg we may have no more doubts and fears at least 
on my score. I think I am now very near being off 
your hands, and since my education at the University is 
quite secure,, you need not entertain gloomy apprehen- 
sions for the future ; ray maintenance will at all events 
lie decent and respectable, and you must not grieve your- 

jMflf liecause I cannot be as rich as an alderman. • 

It * * 

VOL. I, O 
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Bo not riiew this letter to all ecmtrs, nor lesve it 
Atmt, for people will have a very mean idea of Univ«F« 
&j education, when they find it costs so litde ; bnt if 
Aey are saucj on the subject, tdl them — I have a lord 
jnst nnder me* 






TO MR. CHARLESWORTH. 



CUM dintius k te frustra litteras^expectAssem memel 
hi animam tunm revocare aut iterum otio obtroderenok^ 
*bam. 

Penes te erat aut nobiscum denuo per litteras ooHoqdl 
aut iamiliaritatem et necessitatem nostram silentio dimit- 
tere; Hoc te prtAulisse jam diu putaveram^ cftm epis- 
tolatoa mihi in manus venit. 



Hi» littofas 8cr3>ebam intra sanctos sandissimi loban^ 
was Collegii muros, in celeberrim^ hftc nostift academU 
Cantabrigss. 
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Hie tranqiiillitate denique iitteranim propiift,> 8atBni& 
com Toluptate conjunctsi fruor. Hie omnes discendi vit% 
omiies scientiae rationes indago et persequor : neseio quid 
tai|dem evusurus. Certe ai parum proficio, mihi ptdpie 
jure datum erit ; modo valetudo me sinat. 

. Hftud tamen vereor, si ve^^ dicere cogor, ut afitis 
proficiam: quanquam infirmis jauribus aliorum leetunif 
?ix iiuquam audire queam. In Mathematieis parum a4r 
httcprofeci: ntpote qui perarduum certEunen eum erudi* 
tiss^mis quibusque in vet LiDgui9 et moribus versatis jam 
jam Sim initurus. 

His in studiis pro mea perbrevi sanfe et tanipam bes* 
ten^ consuetudine baud mediocriter sum versatus. . | 

r Latin^ mibiis eleganter scribere Tideor quam Grsteii : 
aeqoe vero eadem voiuptate acrqptores Latinos lecitito 
quam Graeeos : cum autem omnem industriae mem vim , 
Bomanis litteris colitulerim bai;^d dubito quin laciies mH 
^ proptias eas fiiciam. 



li . -t.. 



^ Tejeiiam revocatom vdim ad bsec eleganUa ddiciasqae 
iitteramm- Quid enim accctmmodatius yidert potest ai]4 
ad animum quotidianis cui:is iaboribusque oppressum re^ 
ficiendum et recreandum aut ad mentem et facuitates k»- 
pttm aeuendas quam exquisita et expolita sumni&que yi 
«l acumme ii^eaii elab^rata veterum scriptoruoli operat 
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TO HIS BROTHER JAMES. 

St. John*8, November, 1805; 
MY DEAR JAMES, 

' YOU do not know how noxious I am to hear how jfou 
go on in all things ; and whether you still persist in stead* 
ftstness and seriousness. I know, my dear lad, that your 
heart is too good to run into actual vice, yet I fear the 
example of gay and wicked persons may lead you to 
think lightly of religion, and then, who knows where it 
may end i Neville however will always be your director^ 
and I ttipt you conceal none, even of your very thoughts, 
from him. Continue, James, to solicit the fatherly so- 
perintendance of your Maker, night and morning. I 
shall not fear for you, while I am assured you do. this 
fervently, and not in a hurried or slovenly manoen 
With constant prayer, we have nothing to fear from the 
temptations of Jhe world, the flesh, and the devil : God 
will bring us through it, and will save us in the midst of 
peril. If we consider the common condition of man'is 
life, and the evils and misfortunes to which we are daily 
exposed, we have need to bless God every moment for 
sparing us, and tp beg of him, that when the day of mif» 
fortune comes, and come it must, sooner or later to all 
we may be prepared with chnstian fortitude to endure 
the shock. What a treasure does the religious man 
possess in this, tliat when every thing else fails, he has 
God for his refuge: and can look to a world where he is 
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aiire, through Christ Jesus^ that he will not be disap- 
pointed. 

I do not much heed to what place of worship you may 
^, so as you are but a serious and regular attendant. 
Permit me, however, to explain the true nature of the 
question, with regdrd to the church liturgy, in order that 
you may be the better able to jndge. 

You know from the epistles of St. Paul, that soon af«> 
ter the death of Jesus Christ, there were regular churches 
^Hablished in various places, as at Corinth, Ghdatia, 
Thessalonica, &c. &c. Now, we are not certain that 
they used forms of prayer at all, in these churcfaik, much 
more that any part of ours was used in their time ; but 
itris certain, that in the year of our Lord, 286, there was 
a general liturgy in use throughout all the churches of 
Christ. Now, if in that early time, when christians were 
iqncB more lilie the apostles than they are now, they used 
a form of prayer in the churches, it is ikir to conclude 
tiiat the practice was not unscriptural : besides, at this 
V^ry time, St. John, the evangelist, had not been dead 
above 100 years, and one of his discif^es, though at a 
^eiy great age, was actually living. St. Chrysostom, who 
lived above 354 years after Christ, wrote some of our 
Iplhiyers, and the greater part of them have been in gene* 
1^! use for a thousand years^ About the year 2'86» 
about one thousand tive hundred years ago, immense 
Multitudes of savages, the Goths and Vandals, being en- 
Iked by the fertility of the Italian country, and theOriches 
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clJts potsefBon^ came down from Grcrmany, Hanffutji 
and all the northern parts of Europe, upon the.Romiio 
empire then enfeebled with luxury, and endeayoured to 
gain possession of the south. They wer« at firsit te- 
pidsed ; but as &st as they were defeated or slain^ n^ 
hordes, allured by the accounts which their countryiwCQ 
gave of its opulence and abundance, succeeded in theic 
stead ; 'till the forces of the Romans grew unequal to the 
contest, aud gradually gave way to the invaders, who, 
wherever they came, reduced every thing to a state of 
barbarism. The christians, about this time, were b^gint 
ning to prevail in the Roman territories^ and under tin 
Emperor Constantine, who was the first christian kiogy 
were fnring the blow to idolatry. But the savage ia* 
tfderanoe of the invaders, who reduced the conqaerad 
to abject slavery, burnt books wherever they found iJtmm^ 
and even forbade the cultivaticm of learning, reduced 
Ihem to the utmost distress. At tbia time they wiolt 
and used in their churches, all that part of the iitmf^ 
which begins with the Lord's prayer, and enda wkhtiie 
{>rayer of St. Chrysostom. Thus you see how venerably 
fucient are many of our forms, and how little they merit 
that contempt, which ignorant people pour upoo them. 
Very holy men, men now we have every reason ta be- 
lieve inbeaven, composed them, and they have been naad 
ijrom age to age ever since, in our churches, widi bat 
few i^terations. But you will say they were used by the 
Roman catholics, who are a very superstitious and Irigtil- 
ted aet of people. This is* no M)jecti<m at all, because 
the R^nan catholics were not abvayt so bad, and what 



issiprdof ct tfauj, is, that there onoe watan otiMr t^ 
jpom m the worid ; and we cannot tlnnk that church vety 
iirickedy which God chose, once, to make the sole gaar- 
4ian of bis truth. There haye been inaay excellent ^mI 
^pious men among the Roman catholics, even at the time 
their public faith was cormpled. 



may. have heard of th^ reformation: you know 
it was brought about by Luther and Calvin, in the shc« 
teenth century, about 1536* Now, Cdvin u the founder 
of the tfsct of independants, such as those who meet at 
O^tlegate, yet Jie had a hand in framing the liturgy, 
which, with alterations, we now use, and he selected it 
in part from the liturgy of the Boman church ; because, 
they had received it from the primitive christians, who 
were more immediately taught by the apostles. The re- 
formatum means that change in religion, which was 
brought about as said before, by Luther and Calvin, in 
consequence of the abuses and errors which had crept 

into the Romish <ihurch« 

t . . .... 

You may possibly think, the responses or answers of 

the clerk and people rather ridiculous. Thb absurdity, 

however, generally consists more in the manner than in 

Ishe tiling. They were intended to be pronounced aioitd 

by tiw people, and were used as a means to keep their 

attention awaken, and «hew their sincerity. At the time 

■this form was invented, not one man in five or six hwi* 

•dredoould read, and these repetitions answered another 

' purpose, of fixing important ejaculations and eentenees 

o 4 
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4ftilieiiif minds. In these days the! snme necessity idoes 
net exist, but we still retam the form'on aceomt of its 
4>ther advantages, and through lererence of such an an^ 
tiquity, as almost vouches for its being acceptable to 
CkK), who has permitted it to be used by the wisest and 
best of men, for so long a period. 

I think I have now nearly tired you. Pray write to 
me soon, and believe me. 

My dear James, 

Your vei^ affectionate Brother, 

H. K. WHW*. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

% . ... 

St John^ft College, Cambridge, Nov. 10, 1805. 

MT DEAB BBN, 



THE reasons why I said mathematical studies did aot 
agree with me, were these — that I am more inclined to 
classical pursuits, and t^at considering what disadvan- 
tages I lie under, in being deaf, I am afraid I cannot ex- 
cel in them. I have at present entirely laid them 
as I^am reading for the University scholarship, 
will soon be vacant: th^re are expected to be IS or 14 
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«Mdidftte9» s0in« of whotn are of g^at dote, from Et^mt 
«nd I have at Biuch expectatipnbf gainiDg it, as. of Mng 
^ected supreme juagus over the in^9terie$ pf Mitfara. 
JThe seliolarsbip is of no value in itself^ adequate to the 
Jaboar of reading for it, but it b the greatest classical 
honour in the University, and is a pretty sure .road to a 
fellowship. My classical abilities here have attracted 
aoBie attention, and my Latui Themes in particulaf» 
have drawn forth enquiries fcom the tutors, as to the 
place of my education. The reason why 1 have determined 
•to sit for the seholarship is this, that to have simply been 
a<;andidate for it, establishes a man's character, as many 
of the Urst classics in the University have failed of it* 



I begin now to feel at home in my little room^ and I 
wish you were here to see how snugly I sit by my blazing 
fire in the cold evenings. College certainly has charms, 
though I have a few things rankling at my heart which 
will not let me be quite happy. — Ora,.Ora, pro me. 

This last sentence of mine, is of a curious tendency to 
Iw sure ; for who b there of mortals who has not some- 
timig rankling at his hearty which will not let him be 
baj^y] 

It i8< curious to observe the different estimations two 

.jnen make of one another's happiness. Each of them 

^surveys the external appearance of the others situatioii. 
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and compariog th^m m\h the secret disqtiicliiig ciMMi^ 
itanoes of liis own» thinks him happier; and so it iil that 
ail the worid over, be we favoured as we may, thert k 
alwajFs something which others have, and which we om^ 
aeives have not, necessary to the com]^etion of our felK 
city. I Umik, therefore, upon the whole, there is no 
auch thing as positive happiness in this world, and a man 
can only be deemed felicitous, as he is in comparison less 
aflNBcted with positive evil. It is our business, therefore, 
to support ourselves under existing ills, with the antidpa- 
tioii of future blessings. Life, with all its bitters, is a 
Araoght soon drunk ; and though we have many changes 
to fear on this side the grave, beyond it we know of noae. 

Your life and mine are now marked out: and our 
calling is of such a nature, that it ill becomes us to be too 
Invdi afiected with drcumstances of an external nature. 
It is our duty to bear our evils with dignified silence. 
:CoB8idering our superior consolations, they are smdl in 
^HMupansoii with those of others, and though they My 
cast .a sadness both over our hearts and oountenanoes, 
which time may not easily remove, yet they must not iiH 
leifeoe with our active duties, nor afiect our cboduet 
4(»ward»otbers, except by opening our heart with wanndir 
Empathy to their woes, their wants, and miseries. 

As you have begun in your religious path, my bekmd 
•firiend, persevere. Let your love to the crucified continue 
jas pure as it was at first,. while your seal is mope tem- 
pered, and your pie^ more rational and mature* I bope 
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9fillo life to see yon a pious and respected ptriBhprieits 
at for tne — I hope I shall do my duty as 1 have strength 
iiid ability, and I hope I shall always contimK, what I 

profess myself* 

Your friend and brother* 

H. K. WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, Cambridge, 10th Dec. 1805. 
l^EAS NEVILLE, 

,1 AM so truly hurt that you should agam complain of 
my l<mg silence, that I caunot refrain from sending ihlB 
4iy the post; although I shall send you a pared to-moi^ 
Yow. , The reason of my not having sent you the cmtati 
dooner* is the difficulty 1 have found in getting- them te^ 
^etbrar, once part were in the hands of my laundress, 
and part dirty. I do not know whether you will find 
them light, as my linen is ia,other resyiects deficient, and 
I have a cause at issue with my washerwoman on that 
score. This place is, literally, a den of thieveis; my 
bed-maker, whom we call a gyp^ from a Greek word 
signifying a Vulture, runs away with every things' he 
«an1ay his hands on, and when he is caught, says he onljr 
Jborrows them. He stoFe a sack of coals a week, as th* 
fttiarly as the week came, when firsti had fiies; but I 
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h^ve stopped the run of this business^ by a monstSroo^ 
large padloc^^ which is hung to the staple of Ihe bin* 
His next trick was to bring me four candles for a pound 
instead of six^ and this trade he carried on for some 
time, until I acddently discovered the trick ; he then 
said he had always brought me right, until that thne, 
and that then he had brought me Jives, but had given 
Mr. H. (a man oii the same stair-case) one, because he 
thought he understood I had borrowed one of him : on 
enquiring of Mr. H. he had not given him one according 
to his pretence ; but the geutleman was not caught yet, 
for he declared he had lent one to the bed-maker of 
Lord B. in the rooms below. His neatest trick is going 
to the grocer every now and then, for articles in your 
name, which he converts to his own use. . I have stopped 
him' here too, by keeping a check-book. Tea, sugar, 
and pocket handkerchiefs, are his natural perquisites, 
and I verily believe he will soon be filling bis cannister 
out of mine before my face* There is no redress for all 
this : for if you change you are lio better off, they are 
all alike. They know you regard them as a pack of 
thieves, and their only concern is to steal so dexterously . 
that they may not be confronted with direct proof. 



Do not be surprised at any apparent negligence in ikiy 
letters: my time has so many calls for it, that half my 
-duties are neglected. Our College examination cosies 
on next Tuesday, and it is of the utmost moment that I 
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Kcquit myself well %\kere. A month after will follow Uie 
scholarship exaininatipn. M)' time therefore^ at present* 
will scarcely permit the performance of my promise^ 
\rith respect to the historical papers, but I have them in 
mind, and I am much bent on perfecting them» in a man- 
ner superior to their commencement. 

I would fain write to my brother James, who must 
1^^ no means think I forget him, but I fear I shall see 
him before I write to him, on the accounts above stated. 
The examination for the scholarship is distinct from that 
of our College, which is a very important one ; and while 
I am preparing for the one, I necessarily neglect the 
other. 

I wish very nmch to hear from you on religious topics, 
and remember, that although my leisure at present will 
not allow me to write to you all I wish, yet it will be the 
highest gratification to me to Vead your letters, especially 
when they relate to your christian progress. I beseech 
jQVi not to relax, as you value your peace of mind, and 
Aff repose of a dying bed. I wish you would take in 
the Christian Observer, which is ^ cheap work, and will 
jield you much profitable amusement. I have it here 
for nothing, and can send you up some of the numbers, 
if you like. 

Remember, and let my mother know, that I have no 
cbance for the University scholarship, and that I only sit 
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Ibvtte purpose of iettieg the Uoivenky know, dmt I mm 
m- deceat profiaent ia the languages. < 

' There is one just vacant, which I can certainly gel^ 
but I ^MMild be obliged to go to Peter-house in consa^ 
quence, which will not be adviseable — ^but I must mak» 
enquiries about iU I speak with certainty on this sul^ect^ 
because it is restricted to candidates who are in ttieir first 
year, amongst whom I should probably be «qual to toy. 
The others are open to batcfaelors. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, December 16tfa, 1805. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

IN consequence oT an alteration in my plans, I shall 
have the pleasure of seeing you at the latter end of thb 
week, and I wish you so to inform my aunt. The reason 
of this change is thb, that I have over-read myself, and 
I find it absolutely necessary to take some rdaxHtion, 
and to give up study entirely, for a short time, m order 
that I may go on better hereafter. 

This has been occasioned by our College lectoretfy 
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wUdi -I had driven too late, oo aocoont of my benf . 
occufMed io preparatioos for the Univeraity scholanhip: 
examination^ and then I was obliged to fag so hard for 
ikt College lectures, as the time drew on, that I could 
lake no exercise. Thus I soon knocked myself up, and- 
i BOW labour under a great general relaxation, and mndir 
aeiToiis weakness. 

' Ghange of air and place will qieedily remove these 
symptoms, and I shall certainly give up the University 
scholarship, ratlier than injure my health. 

' Do not mention these things to myjnother, as she will 
make it a cause of unnecessary uneasiness. 



/♦ 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St John*8, December 19th,^ 1805. 
BEAR NEVILLE, 

I WAS sorry to receive your letter, desiring me to defer 
my journey, and I am sorry to be forced to tell you the 
reason of my coming to town sooner than you wish me. 
I h»ve had an attack of my old nervous complaint, and 
my spirits have been so wretchedly shattered, thai my 
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•mrgebn says I shall never be wdl till I binre rtmwnA 
somewbere, where I caa bare Aocieiy and amdsemeat.^ 
It is a very distressmg thing to foe ill in College, whete> 
you have no attendance, and very little society. Mr. 
Catton, my tntor, has prevailed upon me, by pressing 
wishes, to go into the ball to be examined with the men 
of my year — I have gone through two e;caniinatioQs, and, 
I have one to come : after that is over, he told me I had 
better go to my friends directly, and relieve myself with 
complete relaxation from study. Under these circum* 
stances, the object of my journey to London will be an- 
swered, by tbe mere resilience in my shunt's family, and 
by a cessation from reading. While I am her^, I am 
wretched * I cannot read, the slightest application makes 
me faint ; I fiave very little society, and that is quite a 
force upon my friends. I am determined, therefore, to 
leave this place on Saturday morning, and you may rest 
satisfied that the purpose of my journey will be fully ac» 
complished by the prattle of my aunt's little ones, and 
her care. 1 am not an invalid, since I have no sickness or 
ailment, but I am weak and low-spirited, and unable to 
read. The ^ast is the greatest calamity I can experience 
of a worldly nature. My niiud preys upon itself. Had 
it not been for Z>f502t, of Clare Hall, I could not have 
gone through this week. I have been examined twice, 
and almost without looking over tb^ subjects, and I have 
given satisfaction, but I am obliged 'to be kept up by 
strong medicines to endure this exertion, which is very 



great. 
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It am happy^ however^ to tell you, I. am better; vf^ 
Aftr^FariaiH the. surgeon, says, a few days wiU re-eHablidi 
me when I get into another scene, and into society. 



TO HI^ MOTHER. 



London, December 24th 1805. 
HT DEAR MOTHER, 

YOU will, no doubt, have been surprised at not having 
lieard from roe for so long a time, and you will be no 
less jso to find that I am writing, this at my aunt's in this 
&r*faiQed city. I have been so much taken up with our 
college examinations of late, that I could not find time 
to write, even to you, and I am now come to town, in 
order to give myself every relaxation and amusement I 
csm ; for I had read so much at Cambridge, that my 
health was rather afiected, and I was advised to give 
myself the respite of a week or a fortnight in order to 
recover strength. I arrived in town on Saturday nigh^ 
and should have written yesterday, in order to remove 
any uneasiness you might feel on my accounti but there 
is no post on Sunday. 

• I have now to communicate some agreeable intelli-' 
gence to you : Last week being the close of the Mi- 

, TOL. I. F 
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^liuifclmas termaticl our college examination, onr totori 
iHio is a Very great man, sent for me, and told me he 
was torfy to hear I had been ill ; he understood I wiur 
low spirited, and wished to know whether I frightened 
myself about College expenses. I told him, that they 
did contribute some little to harrass me, because I was 
«s yet uncertain what the bills of my first year would 
amount to. His answer was to this purpose : ** Mr* 
White, I beg you will not trouble yourself on this 8ub-> 
ject; your ^emoluments will be very great, very great 
indeed, and I will take care your expenses are not very 
burthensome. — Leave that to me ! " He advised me to 
go to my friends, and amuse myself with a total cessa- 
tion from reading. After our college examination (which 
lasted six days) was over, he sent for me again, and re-^ 
peated what he had ^id before about the expenses of 
the college, and he added, that if I went on as I had 
begun, and made myself a good scholar, I might rely on 
being provided for by the college ; for if the county 
should he full, and they could not elect me a fellow^ 
they would recommend me to another college, where' 
they would be glad to receive a clever man from their 
hands, or at all events they could always get a young 
man a situation as a private tutor in a nobleman's family; 
or could ^ut him in some handsome way of preferment.* 
We make it a rule, he said, of providing for a clever 
man, whose fortune is small; and you may therefdve- 
rest assured, Mr. White, that after you have taken your 
degree, you will be provided with a genteel com|)etency 
Tfy the (:ollese, H^^begged I would be under no' apprc* 



211 

htotibib <m Ac»e accounts; he sliook hands witlt me 
4<^ affectionateljy and wished me a speedy recovety. 
These attentions from a man, like the tutor of St. John's, 
ore very marked ; and Mr. Catton is well known for 
domg more than her* says. I am sure after theiie as- 
sbrancesy from a principal of jo respectaUe a society as 
St. John's, I have nothing more to fear ; and I hope 
yott will never jrepine on my account again — acoording 
to every appearance, my lot in life is certain. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

, London, Xnm, 1805. r 

1BY DEAR BEN, 

YOU would have had no reason to complain of my 
long silence, had I preferred my self-justification to your 
ease. I wrote you a letter, which now lies in my drawer 
at St. John's, hut in such a weak state of body, and in 
so desponding and comfortless a tone of mind, that I 
knew it Would give you pain, and therefore I chose not 
to send it. I have indeed been ill, but thanks toOod, I 
isim recovered. My nerves were miserably shattered by 
over-application, and the absence of all that could amuse, 

P2 • 
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and tlie pf«9ende of mikny things which weighed bear^ 
upon my spirits. When I found myself too iH to read, 
and too desponding to endure my own reflectioiis, I d^ 
covered tbiA it is really a miserable thing to be destitstie 
of the soothing and supporting hand, whcin nature raoit 
needs it I wandered up and down from one man's 
room to another, and from one college to another ; ini^ 
frioHng society, a little conversation, and a little relief of 
the burthen which pressed upon my spirits; and lam 
sorry to say, that those who, when I was cheerful and 
lively, sought my^ society with avidity, iliow, when I 
actually needed conversation, were too busy to grant it. 
Our college examination was then approaching, and I 
perceived with anguish that I had read for Ihe university 
scholar^ip, until I had barely time to get up our private 
subjects, and that as I was now too ill to read, all hope 
of getting through the examination with decent respecta- 
bility, was at an end. This was an additional grief. I 
went to our tutor, with tears in my eyes, and told him 
I must absent myself from the examination ; a step which 
would have precluded me from a station ^mongst the 
prize-men until the second year. He earnestly entreated 
me to run the risk. My burgeon gave me strong stimu- 
lants and supporting medicines during the examination 
week, and I passed, I believe, one of the most respect- 
able examiuatious amongst them. As soon- as ever it 
was over, I left Cambridge by the advice of oiy surgeon 
and tutor, and I feel myself now pretty strong. I have 
given up the thought of sitting for the imiversity scholar- 
ship, in consequence of my illness, as the course of my 
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reading was effectually broken. In this place I have 
been much amused, and have been received with an at« 
tention in the fiterary circles which I neither expected 
nor deserved. But thb does not affect me as it once 
woul4 have done; my views are widely altered, and I 
hope that I shall in time learn to lay my whole |ieart at 
^e foot of the cross. 

I have pnly one thing more to tell you of about nqf 
illness; it is that I have found in a young man, with 
^hom I had little acquaintance, that kind care and at* 
tention which I looked for in vain from those who pro- 
fea^d themselves my nearest friends. At a time when 
* * . * could not find leisure to devote a single 
evening to his sick friend, even when lie earnestly im- 
plored it; William ^eson constantly, and even against 
ipy wishes, devoted every evening to the relieving of ipy 
melancholy, and the enlivening of my solitary hours. 
^With the niost constant and affectionate assiduity, , he 
^ve me my medicipes, administered consolation to my 
broken spirits, and even put me to bed. 
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TO MR. P. THOMPSON. 

LondoB^ Ist January, 1805. 
SIR, 

I OWE it both to my feelings and my duty, that I 
should thank you for the kind enquiries you have 
thought it worth \i^hile to make concerning me and my 
afiairs. I have just learned the purport of a letter, re- 
ceived from you; by Mr. Robinson, the bookseller; and 
it is a pleasing task to me, at the same time that I ex- 
press my sense of your benevolent concern in my behaU; 
to give you, myself, the information you require. 

The little volume which, considered as the production 
of a very young man, may have interested you, has not 
had a very great sale, although it may have had as mndi 
countenance as it deselrved. The last report I received 
from the publishers, was 460 sold. So far it has an- 
swered the expectations I had formed from it, that it 
has procured me the acquaintance, and perhaps I may 
say the friendship, of men equally estimable for their 
talents and their virtues.' Rewarded by their counte- 
nance, I am by no means dissatisfied with my little 
book; indeed I think its merits have, on the whole» 
rather been overrated than otherwise, which I attribute 
to the lenity so readily afforded to the faults of youth, 
and to the promptitude with which benevolent minds 
give encouragement where encouragement seems to be 
wanted. 
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With regard to my personal concerns, I have succeed-' 
td in placing myself at Cambridge, and have already 
kept one term. My college is St. John\ where, in the 
rank of Sizar, I shall probably be enabled to live almost 
indep^idantly of external support; but should I need 
that support, I have it m my power to draw on a friend^ 
whose name t am not permitted to mention, for any 
sum not exceeding 301. per ann. With habits of fruga-» 
lity, I shall never need this sum; so that I am quite at 
ease with respect to my college expenses, and am at full 
leisure to pursue my studies with a free and vacant mind. 

•' I am at present in the great jcity, where I have co^e^ 
^ in consequence of a little ii\}udicious ^application^ asuit^pr 
;tp health, variety, and amusement* Jn a feiv days J 
isball return to Cambridge, where (should you ev^ pa^ 
rthat way) I hope you will not forget. that I reside there 
.three-fourths of the year. It would, indeed, give jpaie 
i pleasure, to say personally how much I am obJiiged by 
•your enquiries. 

- I hope you will put a favourable construction both . on 
vthe minuteness and the length of this letter; and permit 
me to subscribe myself. 

Sir* 
Very thankfully and obediently. 

Yours, 

H.K.WHITE. 



1^4 
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TO MR. B. MADtDOCK. 



St. John's, Febniary irth, 1866. 
BEAK BKN, 



* 



DO not think I am reading hard. I bdiere it is all 
<yver i;vith tlmt. I have had a recurrence of my old 
cOnq>laint within tfafs last four or five days, which has 
half unnerved ine for every thing. The state of my 
health b really miserable; I am well and lively in the 
morning, and overwhelmed with nervous horrors in the 
vevemag. I do not know how to proceed with regard' to 
my studies — a very slight over-stretch of ihe mind in the 
day-time, occasions me not only a sleepless night, but a 
night ofglodm and horror. The systole and diastole of 
my heart seem to be playii^ at ball — the stake — ^my 
life. I can only say, the game is not jet dedded — 'I 
allude to the violence of the palpitation. 

I am going to mount the Gog-magog bills this morn- 
ing, hi quest of a good night's sleep. The Gog-magog 
hills for my body, and the Bible for my mind, are my 
only medicines. — I am sorry to say, that neither are 
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quite adeqaate. Cut, igiiur, dandum est tdtiot ilftfti 
^prorsus. I hope, as the summer comes, my spmb 
(ivHich have been with the swallows a winter's jouniejf!) 
<w91 come with it. When my siHrits ^e restored, my 
fiealth will be restored — the fans nudi lies there. Give 
mt serenity and equability of inind, and all will be wefl 

4here. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ... 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, 11th Bfarcby 1806. 



J>£AR NEVILLB> 



I HOPE you read Masoti on Self-knowledge noW" 
and then. It is a useful book ; and it will help you 
greatly in framing your spirit to the ways of humility, 
piety, and peace. Reading, occasional meditation, and 
constant prayer, will infallibly guide ^ou to happiness, 
as far as we can be happy here; and will help you on 
your way to that blessed abode, where I hope, ardently 
hope, we shall all meet hereafter in the a^embly of the 
saints. Go coolly and deliberately, but determinately, 
to the work of your salvation. Do nothing A^rein a 
hurry; deliberate upon every thing; take your steps 



^13 

cautiously, yet with a simple reliance on the mercy of 
your God and Saviour; and wherever you see your duty 
.Ue, lose no time in acting up to it. This is the only way 
to arrive at comfort in your christian career, and the 
constant observance of this maxim will, with the assistance 
of God, smooth your way with quietness and repose^ 
even to the brink of eternity and beyond the gulph that 
bounds it. 

I had almost dropped the idea of seeing Nottingham 
ihis next long vacation, as my stay in Cambridge may be 
importantly Useful ; but I think, now, I shall go down 
for my health's, and more particularly for my mother's 
sake, whom my presence will comfort and perhaps helpi» 
I should be glad to moor all my family in the harbour 
of religious trust, and in the calm seas of religious peace. 
These concerns are apt, at times, to escape me; but they 
now press much upon my heart, and I think it is my 
first duty to see that my family are safe in the most im- 
portant of all afiairs. 
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TO THE REV. J. PLUMBTRE. 

St John's, March IStli, ISOd. * 
DBAR SIR, 

I HOPE you will excuse the long delay which I have 
made in seudiog the song. I am afraid Fhave trespassed 
on your patienee, if indeed so unimportant a subject 
can hx^ given you any thought at all. If you think it 
worth while to send the song to your publisher, I should 
prefer the omission of the writer's name, as the insertion 
of it would only be a piece of idle ostentation, aind 
answer no end. My name will neither give credit to 
the verses, nor the verses confer honor on my name. 

It will give me great pleasure to hear that your !&• 
bours have been successful in the town of * * * 
where, I fear, much is to be done. I am one of thos^' 
.who think that the love of virtue is not sufficient to make 
a virtuous man; for the love of virtue is a mere mental 
preference of the beautiful to the deformed ; and we see 
but too often that immediate gratiiication outweighs tli.e 
dictates of our judgment. If men could always perform 
their duty as well as they can discern it, or if they could 
attend to their real interests as well as they can see 
.them, there would be little occasion for moral iustruc- 
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tioo. Sir Richard Steele, who wrote like si^ saint, and 
who, in his Christian Hero, shews the strongest marks 
of a religious and devout heart, lived, notwithstanding dl 
this, a drunkard and a debauchee. And" what can be 
the cause of this apparent contradiction? Was it that he 
had not strength of mind to act up to his views? Then a 
man's salvation may depend on strength of intellect!! 
Or does not this rather shew that supefrior motives are 
wanting! That assistance h yel necessary, when the 
ablest of men has done his utmost? If then such aid be 
necessary, how can it be obtained?— by aVirluous ii^ ? — 
Surely not: because, to live really a virtuous life. Im- 
plies this aid to have been first given. We are told in 
scripture, how it may be attained, namely, by hnmbl^ 
trust in the Lord Jesus Christ, as our atoning sacrifice* 
This, therefore, is the foundation of religious life, and as 
such, ought to be the fundamental principle of religious 
instruction. This is the test of our obedience, tbe indis- 
l^ndble preliminary before we can enjoy the favour of 
God. What, therefore, can we urge mth more prcfc- 
priety from the pulpit than faith? — to preach morality 
does not include the principle of faith — ^to preach faith 
includes every branch of morality, at the same time that 
it affords it its present sanctions and its strongest in- 
citements. 

I am afrtud I have trespassed on your patience, and I 
must beg of you to excuse the badness of the writing , 
for which I have the plea of illness. I hope your heftltli 
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m yet foiki» aiid that Grod will in mercjf pro^r your 
MfdeftToars for the good of your flock* 
.1 9m, dear Sir, . 

Very respectfully yours, 

Hv K. WHITE* ; 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's, Cambridge, April, 1906, 
DBAR MOTHER, ^ 



I AM quite unhappy to see you so anxious on my 
account, and also that you should think me neglectful of 
^ou. Believe me, my dear mother, my thoughts are 
often with you. Never do I lay myself oh my bed, be- 
Am« you have all passed before me in my prayers, and 
4Mie of my first earthly wishes is to make you cbmfort^ 
<lblie, and provide that rest and quiet for your mind 
iK^Hch you so much need : And never fear, but I sball 
liave it in my power, some time or other. My prospecti 
traur a flatting appearance. I shall be almost sure of 
k fellowship somewhere or other, and then, if I get a 
Aracy in Cambridge, I shair have a clear income of 
I7bl. per ami. be$id<^ my board and lodging, perbupt 
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iMMTt. If I do not reside in Cambridge I flhall lm?e loM 
qniet parsonage, where you may come and ipead tlie 
summer montlis. Maria and Kate will then be older, 
and you will be less missed. On all accounts ytm have 
much reason to indulge happier dreams,- My health is 
considerably better. Only do you take as much care of 
yours as I do of mine, and all will be well. I exhort 
and entreat, and bekech you, as you . love me, and all 
your children, that you will take your bitters witkaut 
ceasing. As you wish me to pay regard to your exhort^ 
ations attend to this. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 



St. JobD*8, April, 1806. 
DEAR MOTHER, 

. 1 A^ a good deal surprised at not having heard from 
you, in answer to my last. You will be surprised to hear 
the purport of my present letter ; which b no less than 
that I shall spend the ensuing Easter vacation in Nottlng^ 
bam. The reasons which have induced me to make this 
•0 wide an alteration in my plan, are these: I have bad 
some symptoms of the return of my old complaint, and 
1>oth my doctor and tutor think I had better take a forfe- 
Mttgh^B relaxation at home, I hope you will not think I 




faiTis Defected exercise, since I have taken more thiaf 
term than I ever did before ; but I shdil enlarge mj 
hours of recreation still more, since I find it necessary 
for my health's sake, so to do. 

You need not give yourself any uneasiness as to my" 
healthy for I am quite recovered. I was chiefly afflicted 
HnXh sleeplessness and palpitations of the heart, which- 
^mploins have now disappeared, and I am quite re- 
stored to my former good health. . My jouniey will re-^' 
establish me completely, and it will give me no sroaU 
pleasure to see you after so long an absence from home. 
I shall be very idle while I am at Nottingham ; I shall 
only amuse myself with teaching Maria and Katei 
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(supposed to be addressed) 

TO UBB> WEST. I 

- I HAVE stolen your first volume of Letters from 
the chimney-piece of a college friend, and I have b^. 
•o mueb pleased both with the spirit, conduct, and stylfi 
ofihe^vork, that I cannot refrain from writing to leU 
yott so. . I shall read the remaining volumes inmeiir 
^itely ; but as J am at this moment just in that desulU^j^ 
mood, wlien a roan can best write a letter,,! have d^l^- 



mificd not to delay wba^ if I defer at all, I shall 910^. 
Vably not do at all. 



i.i 



WeH« theoy my dear Madam, although I have insid^ 
ously given you to understand ^ that I write to tell yoa 
how much I approve your work, I will be frank enough 
to tell yon, likewise, that I thii^, in one point, it a| 
£iulty; and that^ if I had not discovered what Icpnsid^ 
to be a defect in the book, I should probably not baili 
written for the mere purpose of declaiming on |t$ excdh 
kncies, : .. > 

t 

Start not. Madam, it is in that very poiqt wb^-^OQ 
j^ou have bestowed most pains, that J think the worktf 
faulty — Religion, If I mistake not, there will be .some 
little confusion of idea detected, if we examine this part 
narrowly; and as I am not quite idle enough to write my 
opinions without giving the reasons for them, I will en* 
deavour to explain why I think so. 

Keligion, then. Madam, I conceive to be the service a 
creature ow^s to his Creator ; and I take it for granted 
that service implies some self-denial and some labour ; 
for if it did not involve something unpleasing ta our- 
itelves, it would be a duty we should all of necessity ipn* 
form. Well, tlien, if religion call for self-denial, ther« 
must i)e some motive to induce men voluntarily to UDdefw 
go snch privations as may be consequent on a religioMS 
life, and those motives must be such as affect either tilt 
present state of existence, or Bome other future state oC 
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existence. Certainly tli^n, those motiyes which arise 
from the expectation of a future state of existence, must 
in reality be infinitely more important than those winch 
are founded in temporal concerns, although, to mankind, 
the immediate presence of temporal things may outwe^ 
Ibe distant apprehension of the future. Grantmg there*> 
lore, that the future world is the main object of our reli- 
gions exercises, it will foUow, that they are the most knr 
portant concerns of a man's life, and that every other 
eoosideration is light and trifling in the comparison. 
For the world to come is everlasting, while the present 
world is but very short. Foolish then, indeed, and short<i 
sighted must that creature be, which can prefer the con** 
veniences and acc<»nmodatiotts of the present, to the bap* 
piness of the eternal future. 

* All Christians, therefore, who undertake to lay down a 
dbart for the young apd inexperienced, by which they 
may steer with security through the ocean of life, will bt 
expected to pake religion a prominent feature on thecan* 
r$B : and that too not only by giving it a larger space, 
but by enforcing the superiority of this consideration to 
every other. Now this is what I humbly conceive you 
bavenot altogether done, and I think, indeed, if I be com* 
petent to judge, you have failed in tvio points: — in making 
religion only a subordinate consideration to a young man, 
and in nbt definmg distinctly the essentials of religion* 

I would ask you, then, in what way you so impress 
religion on the mind of your son, as one would expect 
VOL. I. 9 
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Uuitpcracm/wouM impress it^ who was conscious tbaC Hi 
was of the first importance. Do you instruct faim to turn 
occasioiiaUy, when his leisure niay permit^ to pious anit 
^yoiit meditation 1 I>o you direct him to make veligioBt 
the ose great aim and end of his being 1 Do you exhoit 
him to fp^quent private and earned pray«r to the Spbrib 
of Holiness, that he would sanctify all his doings^? Do. 
you teach him that the praise or the censure, theadoM- 
ration, or, the contempt of the world is of little impoii^ 
aace, so as his heart be right before the great Judge } 
Do you tell him that, as his reason now^opens, he ^louU 
giadiudliy withdraw froiti the gayer and occasionally more 
uolicensed diversions of the world-rthe ball-rooio, tbfe 
theatre/ and the public, concert, in order that he nngr 
abstract his mind more from the too-fascinatutg delighlt 
of life, and fit himself for the new scene of existence^ 
which Will sooner or later open upon his view 1 No; Mfr* 
dam, I think you tlo not do tliis, . You tell him there is 
a deal of entlmsiasm in persons who, though they meas 
well, are over strict in their religious perfornNinces. Yon 
tell hira, that assemblies^ dances, theatres, are elegant 
amusements, though you couple the fine arts with them* 
which I am sorry to see in such company. I, too, am 
enthusiastically attaclied to the fine arts. Poetry, paint* 
ing, and music are amongst my most delicious and €hasl4 
est pleasures, and happy, indeed, do I ieel when I dm 
make even these contribute to tlie great end, abd draw 
my soul from its sphere to fix it on its Mak^r and Re* 
deemer. I am fond, too, of tragedy I and though ido 
not find it with so much purity and chastity ia Shakespdire 
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as in tlie old Greek dramatists, yet I know how to appre« 
date its beauties in him too. Besides these, I have a 
thousand other amusements of the most refined nature, 
whhoiit either theatres, balls, or card tables. ' The thea- 
tre is not in itself an immoral institution, but in its present 
stuie it is; and I feel much for an uncorrupted frank lad 
of 'fourteen, who is permitted to visit this stew of lieen- 
tionsness, impudence, and vice. Your plan seems to ina 
tiii92— Teach a boy to lead an honest, upright life, and to 
dd hi^ duty, and he will gain the good will of God by 
the very tenor of his actions. This is, indeed, an easy 
kind of religion, for it involves no self-denial ; but trtte 
religion does involve self-denial. The inference is ob- 
Tiotts. I say it involves no self-denial; because a well* 
ectecated sensible lad will see so many inconveniences in 
▼idoos indulgences, that he will chuse the virtuous, by a 
natnral effort of the understanding ; and so, according 
to this system, he will ensure heaven by the soundness of 
his' policy, and the rectitude of his understanding. 

- Admitting this to be a true doctrine, Christianity lias 
been -of no material service to mankind ; and the Son of 
Gtid might have spared his blood, for the heathens knew 
iail this, and not only knew it, but many -of them put it 
into praHtce. What then has Christianity done? — But 
thie sciipture tieaches us the reverse of this : it teaches us 
to^gire Goid our whole heart, to live to him,' to pray con- 
tinually, and to fix our affections, not on things temporal, 
buton tilings: eternal. Now, I ask you, whether, with- 
out any sopbistvy, or any perversion of the meaning of 
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nvordfi you can reconcile ihis with your religtooA imtruc*' 
tion to your son 1 

I think likewiae, that you do not define the eftientiab 
of religion distinctly. We are either saved by tbe atope* 
inent of Jesus Christ, or we are not ; and if we ate^ tbcn 
all men are necessarily saved, or some are necessarily not 
saved; and if some are not saved, it must be fromcaiwef 
either existing in the individuals themselves^ or from 
causes existing in the oeconomy of God's di^nsatiooSk 
Now, Madam, we are told that Jesus Christ died lor 
aU; but we grant that all are not saved. Why then aie 
some not saved 1 Is it because; they do not act in a man- 
ner worthy of God's favour? Then a man's salvation de- 
pends upon his actionf. But we are told in Scriptuie^ 
that it does not depend on his actions — ** By faith tie 
** ye saved without the works of the law'^ — therefore it 
either must depend on some other effort of the creature* 
or on the will of the Creator. I will not dispute the 
question of Calvinism witR you. I will grant that Cal- 
vinism b indefensible ; but this all must concede who be- 
lieve the Scriptures, that we are to be saved b^ faith only 
through Jesus Christ. I ask, therefore, whether you 
have taught this to your son, and I ask- whether there is 
one trait in your instructions, in common with the bum* 
bliug, self-denying religion taugl>t by th^ Apostlep^ by 
the hoQiilies of our Church, and by all the reform^? 
The chief argument of the latter against the .Romjsli 
church, was their asserting the validity of works* Now, 
what ideas must your son have of ChrbUan faith 1 ¥oa 
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say, that even Shakespeare's debauchees were believers: 
and he is given to understand, that he is a good Christian 
if he do his duty to his master and fellows, go to churcti 
every Sunday, and keep clear of enthusiiasni. And 
ivbat has Jesus Christ to do with your system? and 
where is that faith banished, of which every page of 
Scripture is full 1 — Can this be right t ** Closet deootiovf 
is the means of attaining faith; and humble prayer is tfce 
true means of arriving at fervency in religion^ withont 
Enthusiasm. You condemn Socinianism, but I ask you 
ivhere Jesus Christ appears in yonr scdeme, and whert 
the influences oi the Holy Ghost, and even his names, 
ttihe banished from it. 



TO MR. P. THOMPSON. 

Nottingham^ April Sth, 1806. 

i. 

BEAU SIR, 

I SINCERELY beg your pardon for my ungrateful 
disregard of your polite letter. The intervening period 
b^ been so much taken up, on. the one hand, by ill 
kealth, and on the other, by occupations of the most 
indispensible kind, that I have neglected almost all my 
firknds, and you amongst the rest. I am now at Not* 

83 
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tingbaniy a truant from study, and a rejected votaiy «t 
the shrine of health : a few days will l>ring me back to 
the margin of the Cam, and bury me once more in the 
busy routine of college exercises. Before, however, I 
am agaui a man of bustle and occupation, I snatch a 
few moments to tell you how much I shall be gratified 
by your correspondence, and how greatly I think myself 
flattered by your esteeming mine worth asking for. 

The little sketch of your past occupations and present 
pursuits, interested me. Cultivate, with all assiduity, 
the taste for letters which you possess. It with be a 
source of exquisite gratification to you: and if directed 
as it ought to be, and I hope as it will be directed, it will 
be more than gratification (if we understand pleasure 
alone by that word), since it will combine with it utility 
of the highest kind. If polite letters were merely instru- 
mental in cheering the hours of elegant leisure, in afford- 
ing refined and polished pl^sures, uncontaminated with 
gross and sensual gratifications, they would still be 
valuable ; but in a degree infinitely less than when they 
are considered as the handmaids of the virtues, the cor- 
rectors as well as the adorners of society. But literature 
has, of late years, been prostituted to all the purposes of 
the bagnio. Poetry, in particular, arrayed in her most 
bewitching colours, has been taught to exercise the arts, 
of the heno^ and to charm only that she may destroy* 
The muse, who once dipped her hardy wing in the 
chastest dews of Castalia, and spoke nothing but wiiat 
had a tendency to confirm and invigorate the manly 
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acdour of a virtuous mind, now breathes oaly the Fohi]i* 
.Cu0us laaguishiflgs of the harlot, aod» like the brood of 
Circe, touches her charlned chords with a grace, that 
while it ravishes the ear, deludes and beguiles the sense* 
I call to witness Mr. Moore, and the tribe of imitators 
which his success has called forth, that my statement is 
Jtrue,. Lord Strangford has trodden ^thfully in the 
steps of his pattern. 



I- hope, for the credit of poetry, that the good 
•ease of the age will scout this insidious school; and 
.what may we not expect, if Moore and Lord Strangford 
apply themselves to a chaster muse — they are both.raea 
of uncommon powers. You may remember the reign of 
Darwinian poetry, and the fopperies of Delia Crusca. 
To these succeeded the school of simplicity ^ in which 
Woxd&ivorth, Southey, and Coleridge are so deservedly 
eminent I think that the new ^ribe of poets endeavour 
to combine these two opposite sects, and to unite rich- 
ness of language and warmth of colouring with simplicity 
and pathos. They have certainly succeeded ; but Moore 
unhappily wished to be a Catullus, and from him has 
sprung the licentiousness of the new school. Moore's 
poems and his translations will, I think, have more in- 
fluence on the female society of this kingdom, than the 
stage has had in its worst period^ the reign of 
Charles IL Ladies are not ashamed of having the de- 
lectable Mr. Little on their toilette^ which is a pretty 
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good proof that his voluptuousness is considered as quite 
veiled by the sentimental garb in which it is clad. But 
voluptuousness is not the less dangerous for having some 
dight semblance of tbo veil of modesty. On the con- 
trary, her fascinations are infinitely more powerful in 
this retiring habit, than when she boldly protrudes her* 
self on the gazer's eye, and openly solicits his attention. 
The broad indecency of Wyclierly, and his cotemporaries, 
was not half so dangerous as this insinuating and half- 
covered mocAr-delicacy, which makes use of the blush of 
modesty in order to heighten the charms of vice. 

I niust conclude somewhat abruptly, by begging yoa 
will not punish my negligence towards you, by retardbg 
the pleasure I shall receive from your answer. 

I am. 
Very truly yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

Address to me, St. John's college, Cambridge. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St John*!, May, 180& 

HT DEAR NEVILLE, 



MY long delayed, and very anciently pronused letter 
to Charlesworth, will reach him shortly. Tell him that I 
liave written once to him in Latin, but that having torn 
the paper in two, by a mistake, I could not summon re- 
solution to copy it. « 

I was glad to hear of the eclat with which he disputed 
and came off on so difficult a subject as the Nerves; and 
I beg him, if he have made any discoveries, to commu- 
nicate them to me, who, being persecuted by these same 
nerves, should be glad to have some better acquaintance 
nvith my invisible enemies.^ 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

St. John's, June 30th^ 1806. 
DEAR NEVILLE, 

I RECEIVED your Idler yesterday, and I hope you 
l?ill not think my past silence at all in need of apology, 
when you know that our examination only closed on 
Saturday. 

I have the satisfaction of informing you, that, after a 
week's «ortttiny, I was deemed to be the first man. .1 
bad very little hopes of arriving at so distinguishing a 
station, on account of my many checks and interruptions. 
It gave me great pleasure to observe how all the .men re- 
joiced in my success. It was on Monday that the classes 
were published. I am a prize-man both in the mathe- 
matical, and logical, or general examination, and in Lalia 
composition. 

Mr. Cotton has expressed his great satisfaction^at my 
progress ; and he has offered to supply me with a private 
tutor for the four mouths of the vacation, free of any ex- 
pense. This will cost the college twelve or fifteen guineas 
at least. My last term bill amounts only to 4l. 5s. 3d* 
after my exhibitions are deducted. 

I had engaged to take charge of a few classical pupils 
for a clergyman in Wanvickshire, during one month of 
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the vacation, for which I was to receive, besides noj 
board, &c. &c. ten guineas; but Mr. jCatton says this is 
a piece of extreme folly, as it will consume time, and do 
me no good. He told me, therefore, positively, that he 
would not give m.e an exeat^ without which no man can 
leave his college for a night, 

I cannot, therefore, at all events, visit Nottingham with 
my aont, nor meet her there. 

I could now, if I chose, leave St. John's College and 
go to another, withlgreat eclat^ but it would be an un- 
adviseabie step. I believe, however, it will be impossible 
•for'them to elect me fellow at St. John's, as my county 
is under particular restrictions. They can give me a fel* 
iowsbip of smaller value, but I had rather get one at 
another college ; at all events, the smaller colleges will be 
glad to elect me from St. John's. 



* With regard to cash, I manage pretty well, though my 
futid B at present at its lowest ebb. My bills, however, 
are paid; and I have no occasion, for moneys except as 
a: private 'convenience. The question therefore is, whether 
it will be more inconvenient to you than convenient to me, 
for you to replenish my purse. Decide impartially. I have 
not drawn upon my mother since Christmas, except for 
the expense of my journey up from Nottingham to Cam- 
bridge ; nor do I mean to do it till next Christmas, when. 
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sits I hav« (rrdered a suit of cloathn, I shall Have a "gbod 
many caHs for money. 

Let me have a long letter frbtti you soon. 



TO HIS AUNT*. 

St. Jo]m*s, Cit^ridge,Jan. 6\b, 1806. 
MTDSAR AUNT, 

I AM at length once more settled in my rooms at 
Cambrklgef but I am grown so idle» and so luxariotts» 
fiDce I have been under your hands, that I cannot read 
Dvith.half my usual diligence. 

I hope you concluded the Christmas holidays on Mod- 
Aiy evening, with the customary glee ; and I hope my 
uncle was well enough to partake of your merriment, 
you must now begin your penitential days, after so much 
riot and feasting; and with your three little prattlers 
around you, I am sure your evenings will flow pleasantly 
by your own fire-side. Visiting and gaiety are ^ery well, 
by way of change, but there is no enjoyment so lasting as 
that of one's own family. Elizabeth will soon be old 
enough to amuse you with her conversation, and I trust 
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* This letter is misplaced, not barring been received in time to 
he inserted in right order. 
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fwx will tahe. ^very opportunity of teadikig lier to ptili 
the i%ht vtilue on things* and to exercise lier owu gpai^ 
sense. It is amazing how sooq a child may become a 
leal comfort to ks mother, and. how much even yovng' 
Buods will form habits of afieetion towards those wbo< 
tf^it them like reasonable beings, capable ^ seetag the 
right and the wrong of thesoselves. A very little |^ 
may be made to understand that there are some thiflgsi: 
which are pleasant and amusing, which are still less 
worthy of attention than others more disagreeaMe and 
painful. Children are, in general, fond of little orna- 
ments of dress, especially females, and though we may 
allow them to be elevated with their trifling splendors, 
yet we should not forget to remind them, that although 
people may admire their dress; yet they witt admti^llfem 
much m&te for tlieir good sense, sweetmess 4if ti^niper, 
and generosity of disposition. Children are very quick* 
sighted to discern whether you approve of them, and 
they are very proud of your approbation when they think 
you bestow it : we should therefore be careful how lire 
fm^ them, and for what. If we praise tlieir dress, it 
should be slightly, and as if it were a matter of very 
small importance ; but we should never let any mark of 
consideration, or goodness of heart* in a child, pass by, 
without some token of approbation. Still we nuist never 
praise a child too much, nor too warmly, for that would 
beget vapity ; and when praise is moderately, yet judi- 
ciously bestowed, a child values it more, because it feels 
that it is just. I don't like punishmenls. You will never 
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torture a child into duty ; but a sensible child will dread 
the frown of a judicious mother, more than all the rods, 
dark rooms, and scolding schooUmistresses in the' uni- 
Terse. We should tea^h our /children to niake friends of 
US, to eonlmunicate all their thoughts to us, and, while 
their imiocent prattle will amuse us, we shall find many 
Opportunities of teaching them important truths, almost 
without their knowing it. 

I admire all your little ones, and I hope to see E^ii^- 
beth one day an accomplished and sensible girl. Give 
my love to them, and tell them not to forget their Coosia 
Henry, who wants a housekeeper at college ! 

I 

■ 

Though I have written so long a letter, I am, indeed, 
offended with you, and I dare say you know the reason 
very well. 



P. S. Whenever you are disposed to write a letter, 
tbiiik of me. 
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V 



TO HIS SISTER. 



I ; ■ ' » 



St. JohD*9, Jime ^tb, 1306. 



'.I ■ ' . > '•.'.■■'' 

MY DEAR SISTEEy 



, . . • . • • r. .( 



( 



THE intelligence you gave me of Mn Fc^est's illness,. 
&:c. &c. cannot afiect me in any way whoUiever. TiA. 
mastership of the schod innst be held by a cUrgynum^ 
and I very well recollect that he is restrained ffom hold- 
ing any curacy, or other ministerial office. ThiQ salat^ is 
not so large as you mention; and' if it were, the ^ace 
would scarcely be an object to me, for I am very certain^ 
that if I chuse, when I have taken my degree, I may 
have half a dozen pupils, to prepare for the university, 
with a salary of l OOl. per annum, which would be more 
respectable, and more consonant to my habits and stu- 
dies, than drilling the fry of a trading town, in learning 
which they do not know how to value. Latin and Greek 
are nothing like so much respected in Nottingham a» 
Wingate's Arithmetic. 



It is well for you that you can still enjoy the privilege 
of sitting under the sound of the gospel; and the wants 
of others, in these respects, will, perhaps, teach you how 
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to Taloe the blessing. All oar comforts, and almost all 
oar hopes, here lie at the mercy of every succeeding hoar. 
I>eath is always at hand, to bereave us of some dear 
connection, or to snatch us away from those who mij 
need our counsel and protection. I do not see how any 
person, capable of reflection, can live easily and fear- 
lessly in these circumstances, unless he have a well- 
grounded confidence in the providing care of the Al* 
mighty, and a strong belief that his hand is in eveiy 
event, and that it is a hand of mercy. The chances and 
changes of mortal life are so many and various, that A 
person cannot possibly fortify himself against the contin-^ 
genciesof foturity without some such hold as this,' on 
which to repose amidst the contending gales of doubt awl 
apprehension. This I say ns affecting the present life :— > 
otir views of the future can never be aecuvft they cas 
never be comfortable or calm, without a solid faith hi 
the Redeemer. Men may reason about the divine l)ene« 
volence, the certainty of a future state, and the probable 
means of propitiating the great Judge, but their specular^ 
tions will only entangle them in the mazes of doubt, 
perplexity, and alarm, unless they found their hopes on 
that basis which shall outstand the tide of ages. If 
we take this away, the poor bark of mortality loses its 
only stay, and we steer at random, we know not how, 
we know not whither : the religion of Jesus Christ is 
strength to the weak, and wisdom to the unwise. It re- 
quires no preparatives of learning, or study, but is, if 
possible,' more obvious and easy to the illiterate than to 
the eradite. No man, therefore, has any excuse if he 
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neglect it The way is piain before liun^ and he is hh 
viled to enter. He has .only to kneel at the foot of the 
cross^ and cry^ with the poor publican, " Lord h^Yie 
mercy upon me» a miserable sinner/' If be do this, and 
examine bia own beart, und mortify the body of sin witbiii 
hi|Q» as far as he is able, humbly and earnestly im-» 
ploring the assistance of God s holy spirit, we cannol 
doubt but he will meet with the approbation and assist- 
ance of the Almighty. In this path we must all tread. 
In this path I hope that you, my dear Sister, are now 
proceeding. You have children, to whom can you com* 
mit them, should Providepce call you hence, with more 
confidence than the meek and benevolent Jesus? What 
legacy can you leave them more ccrbinly profitable, 
than the prayers of a pioi^ mother ? And if taught by 
your example, as well as by your instructions, they should 
become themselves patterns of a holy and religious life, 
how sweetly will the evening of your days shine upon 
your head, as you behold them ti^eading in those ways 
whkb you know, by experience, to be ways of pleasant- 
ness and peace* i need not press this subject I know 
you feel all that I say, and more than I can express. I * 
ouly fear that the bustle of family cares, as well as many 
aqxieties of mmd on other accounts, should top much 
divert you from these important objects^ Let me only 
remind you, that the prajfers of the afflict<ed ,are particu- 
larly acceptable to God. Ths sigh of the penitent is not 
too light to reach his ear. The eye of God is fixe(| as 
intently upon your soul, at all times, as it is upon th^ 
revolution of the heavenly bodies, and the regulatipn of , 
VOL. r. R ' 
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^ems. Grdd surveys all things, and he contemplate 
fliem with perfect attention; and, consequently, he is 
ta intently conversant about the smallest as about t)i^ 
greatest things. For if he were not as perfectly intent 
on the soul of an individual being, as he is about the 
general concerns of the universe, then he would do ofofi 
thing less perfectly than another; which is impossible in 
Qod. 



TO HIS MOTHER. 

St. John's, July 9th, 180^-^ 
MY BEAR MOTHER, 

I HAVE scarcely time to write you a long letter ; but 
the pleasing nature of my intelligence will I hope, make 
up for its shortness; 

AAer a week's examination, I am decided to be the 
first man of my year, at St, John's ; an honour I had 
scarcely hoped for, since my reading has been so very 
broken and interrupted. The contest was very stiS^ and 
the men aU acquitted themselves very well. We had 
thirteen men in the first class, though tiiere are seldom 
more than six or eight who attain that rank in common. 
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i have l^rn^d al^ itaiiV I am a pri2e-iilib'in ctlissidi 
eolllpositfon^ fijoiigh I do hot yet knoW wh^eabou&f 
stand. It is reported that here tOo I am first. " '• 

Before it was known that I was (he first man, Mr. 
Catton, our college tutor, told me that he was so satis-> 
fied with the manner in which I had passed through the 
examination, that if I chose to stay up during the sum* 
mer, I should have a private tutor in the mathematics, 
and that it should be no Expense to me. ^ I could not he- 
sitate at such a proposal, especially as he did not limit 
the time for my keeping the private tutor, but will pro* 
bably continue it as long as 1 like. Yoii may estimate 
the value of this favour, when I tell you that a private 
•tutor, for the whole vacation, Will cost the college at leisl 
twelve or fourteen guineas, and that during ieriii tfttii 

they recfetve ten guineas the term. . . ■ i 

-■■..• ■ . . ' , ^ 

I cannot of course leave the college this summer, eve& 
for a week, and shall therefore miss the pleasure of %eif^ 

ing my Aunt G , at Nottinghan. I have written 16 

her. --■•',■ '■■'"■■ ^ 






It gave me tnnch j[>leasitre to obsefvcfthc joj^^aJlHfe 
m^n seemed to feel ^di mf sudefe^.'^ I M{li)e^' iin^li 
water excursion, vdtH a eleiigymanr in tbb he^lJbbteAioo^ 
mid sokne ladies, and just got home a^ihe%lik'^^re iti^ 
sebbling for supper ; you can liardly cdiiCeiw with wBiit 
pleasure they all flocked round me, with the most heaVt]^ 

B 2. 
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and I found tfaat nmy of them iuKi 
htm nedkb^ me all over the college^ in older to be^ the 
first to commindcate the good tidings. 



TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

St. John'Sy Jal/y 1806. 
MY I>SAR FRIEND, 

I HATE good and very bad news to communicate to 
ymu Qooi, timt Mr. Cation has given me an exhilM- 
tMMSy which makes me up a clear income of 63L per aiH 
Bumj and that I am consequently more than iodepenr 
dent; bad, that I have been very ill, notwithstandinig 
legnhr and steady exercise. Last Saturday morning I 
rose early» and got up some rather abstruse problems ia 
mechanics for my tutor, spent an hour with hiqv be^ 
tween eight and nine got my breakfast^ and read the Greek 
History (at breakfattj till leo» then nt down to decypl^r 
aonie logarithm tables. I thfaikl bad not done any tbiiig 
at than, when I lost myself At a quarter past eleven 
my humdMs found me bleeding in four di&rent pfamte 
in my fiwe and head, and insensible. I got up and tftti^ 
|iir6d about the room, and she, being ftighlened, nn 
999^9 «Bd told my Gyp to letch a smigeon. Before be 
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dUme I was sdlying out with my flannel gown on^ and 
my academical gown over it ; he made me pat on my 
coat, and then I went to Mr. Farish's : he opened a yeil^ 
and my recollection returned. My own idea was, 
that I had fallen otit of bed, and so I told Mr. Parish at 
first ; but I aAerwards remembered that I had been to 
Mr. Fiske and breakfasted. 

Mr.'Catton has insisted on my consulting Sur Isaac 
Pennington, and the consequence is, that I am to go 
through a course of blistering, &c. which, after the bleed* 
ing, w91 leave me weak enough. 

' I am, however, very well, except as regards'fW doc- 
tors ; and yesterday I drove into the country to SailroB 
WaMen, in a gig. My tongue is in a bad condition, 
from a Irite which I gave it, either in my fell, or in thf 
moments of convuldon. My nose has also eome badTy 
off. I believe I fell agunst my reading-desk. My oth^ 
.wounds are <mly rubs and scratches on the carpet 

I am ordered to remit my studies for a whiles by the 
common advice both of doctors and tutors. Dr. Pen- 
aington hopes to prevent any recurrence of the fit. He 
thinks it loo|c8 towards epilepsy, of the honors of wl^ch 
Bidady Ihaive^ very full and pre^ idea; and I only pray 
that God wifii spare me as respects my faJ9uhies,^^however 
else it may seem good to him fo afflict me. Weit I my 
pwn master, I know how I shouldact; but I am tied 
here by bands which I cannot burst. I know that change 

BS 
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of place is needful ; but I mu3t not indulge in the idea. 
The college naust not pay my tutor for nothing. Dr 
Pennington and Mr. Farish attribute the attack to a too 
continued tension of the faculties. As I am much alone 
i\pw^ I never get quite off study, and I think incessantly. 

• 

I know nature will not eudni'e this. They both proposed, 
my going home^ but Mr. * * did not hint at it« although 
much concerned ; and indeed I know home would be a 
bad place for me in my present situation. I look round 
for a resting place, and I find none. Yet there is one, 

• * 

wbicb I have Ipng too, too much disregarded, and thither 
I must now betake myself. There are many situations 
worse than mine, and I have no business to complain. If 
these auctions should draw the bonds tighter which bold 
me tp liny Redeemer, it will be well, 

» 
• ■ * 

You may be assured that you have here a plain state-, 
ment of my case, in its true colours, without any palliar 
tioB. I am now well agaip, and have only to fear a re-*^ 
lapse, which I shall do all I can to prevent, by a relax^-^, 
iion in study. 

I have now written too much. 

I am very sincerely yours, 

H. K. WHITE. 

P. S. I charge you, as you value my peace, not to let my, 
friends hear, either directly or indirectly, of my illness. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEYHXE. 

St. John*s, 30th Jviyyieoe^ 
MT BEAR NEVILLE, 

I HAP deferred sitting down to write to you until I 
should have leisure to send jou a very long letter, but 
as that time seems every day farther off, I shall beg youf 
patience no longer, but fill my sheet as well as I can* 

I must first reply to your queries. I beg pardon for 
having omitted to mention the receipt of the ^ ^ ^ 
but, as I acknowledged the receipt of the parcel, I 
concluded that you would understand me to mean its 
contents, as specifieid in your letter. But I know the ac- 
curacy of a man of business too well, to think your cau- 
tion strange* As to Uie college prizes, I have the satis^ 
faction of tellmg you that I am entitled to two^ viz. the 
first for the general examination, and one of the first fin: 
Ae classical composition. I say one of the first on this 
account — I am put equal wHh two others at the top of 
the list. In this contest I bad ail the men of the three 
years to contend with, and, ^s both my equals are my 
seniors in standing, I have no reason to be dissatisfied*. 



The Rhetoric Lecturer sent me one of my Latin Essays 
to copy, for the purpose of inspection ; a compliment 
which was paid to none of the jest* 

R4i 
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We three are .the ouly men who are honoured with prizes, 
so that we have cut four or five Eiton men, who are al- 
ways boiasting of tlieir classical ability. 

With regard to your visit here, I think you bad better 
come in term time, as the university is quite empty, and 
starts have nothing but the buildings to gaze at. I^ 
however, you can come more conveniently now tfaan 
hereafter, I would advise you not to let this dream- 
stance prevent you. I shall be gtad to see Mr. *•♦ with 
you. You may spend a few days very pleasantly here, 
even in vacation time ; though you will scarcely meet a 
gownsman in the streets. • - 

I thought the matter over about *<«««, btit I do not 
thiink I have any iuflaeiice here. Bemg^ myself a yooag 
man, I cannot,. with any chance of success, attempt to 
direct even that interest which I may claim with others, ^ 



TThe university is the worst place in the world for making 
interest. The great mass of men are themselves busily 
employed in wriggling themselves into places and livings, 
and there is in general too much anxiety for No. 1, to 
permit any interference for a neighbour, No. 2. 
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TO HIS MOTHER. 

$t. John's, Aug. 1806. 
MY DEAR MOTHER, 

I HAVE' no hesitation in declining the free-schoo], on 
the ground of its precluding the exercbe of the ministe- 
rial duties. I shall take the liberty of writing Mr. — '• — ^ 
to thank him for having thought of me, and to recooa* 
mend to hb notice Mr. • 



But do not fret yourself, my dear mother; in a few 
years we shall, I hope, be in happier circumstances. I 
am not too sanguine in my expectations, but I shall cer- 
tainly be able to assist you, and my sisters, in a few years. 
♦♦•♦ As for Maria and Kate, if they succeed well in 
iheir education, they may, perhaps, be able to keep a 
school of a superior kind, where the profits will be 
greater, and the labour less. I even hope that this may 
not be necessary, and that you, my father, and they, may 
com^ and live uith me when I get a parsonage. You 

• 

would be pleased to see how comfortably Mr. lives 

with his mother and sisters, at a snug little rectory 
about ten miles from Cambridge. So much for castte^e 
building. 
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TO MR. •♦• 

St. John's^ Aug. 15thy 1806. 
MY GOOD FRIEND, 

I HAVE deferred writing to you until my return from 

Mr, 's knowing how much you would like to hear 

firom me in respect to that dear family. I am afraid 
your patience has been Uried by this delay, and I trust to 
this circumstance alone as my excuse. 

My hours have seldom flowed so agreeably as they 

did at S-> 9 nor perhaps have I made many visits 

which have been more profitable to me, in a religious 

sense. The example of Mr. will, I hope, stimulates 

me to a faithful preparation for the sacred office to which 
I am destined. I say a faithful preparation, because I 
fear I am apt to deceive myself with respect to my pre- 
sent pursuits, and to thipk I am only labouring for the 
honour of God, when I am urging literary labours to a 
degree inconsistent with duty, and my real interests. .Mr. 

is a good and careful pastor; my heart has seldom 

been so full as when I have accompanied him to the 
chambers of the sick, or have heard his affectionate ad- 
dresses to the attentive crowd, which fills his school-room 
on Sunday evening. — He is so earnest, and yet so sober ; 

so wise, and yet so simple ! You, my dear R , are 

now very nearly approaching to the sacred office, and I 
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Biocerely pray that you may be stimulated to follow after 
the pattern of our excellent friend. You may have Mr. 
— — 's jseal, but you will need his learning and his judg- 
ment to temper it. Remember, that it is a work of much 
more self-denial, for a man of active habits to submit to 
a course of patient study, than to suffer many privations 
for Christ's sake. In the latter the heart is warmly inte- 
rested, the other is the slow and unsatisfactory labour of 
the head, tedious in its progress and uncertain in its pro- 
duce. Yetvthere is a pleasure, great and indescribable 
pkHsure, in sanctified study : ths more wearisome the 
toil, the sweeter will it be to those who sit down with a 
subdued and patient spirit, content to undergo, much 
tedium and fatigue, for the honour of God's ministry. 
V Reading, however dry, soon becomes interesting, if we ' 
pursue it With a resolute spirit of investigation, and a de« 
terminate purpose of thoroughly mastering what we are 
about. You cannot take up the most tiresonote book, oa 
the most tiresome subject, and r^d it with fixed attest 
tion for an hour, but you feel a desire to go on ; and 
here I would exhort you^ whatever you read, read it ac* 
curately and thoroughly, and never to pass over any 
tbingi however minute, which you do not quite compre- 
hend. This is the only way to become really learned, 
and to make your studies satisfactory and productive. If 
I were capable . of directing your course of reading, I 
should recommend you to peruse Butler's Analogy, War^ 
burton's Divine Legation, Prideaux and Shuckford's 
Connexions, and Milner's Church History, Century for 
Century, along with Mosheim's Ecclesiastical History. 
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Hie latter k kamedi concise, cleftr; sod writteti m good 
seliolastic Latin. Study the Chronology of the Old Tea* 
tamenty and, as a mean of making it interesting^ trace 
out the completion of the prophecies. Read your Greek 
Teitameilt' with the nicest accuracy, tracing every word 
to its rooty aiid seeking out the full force of particulair 
expre3sioDS, by reference both to Parkhurst and Seapufau 
Tlie derivation of words will throw great light on maay 
parts of the New Testament : thus, if we know tbat the 
word ^xoMf, a deacon^ comes from hm and xivw^ to 
bustle about iu the dust; we shall have m faMer notim 
of the humility of those who held the office in the primi- 
tive cfaarch. In reading the Old Testament, wherever 
yoii find a passage obscure, turn to the Septuagint, whidi 
wiU4>fteti dear up a place better than fifty commentators: 
Thus, in Joel, the day of the Lord is caUed '* a iag iff 
glmminesa, a day of dmimess, and of clouds, lih$ ike 
morning spread upon ihe mountains/* which is a e<w- 
inidiction. Looking at the Septuagint, we find that tbe 
passage is mispointed, and that the latter metaphor is 
applied to the people: *' A people great and strong, Ifte 
tiie momiifg q>read upon the mountain.'' The Sepluag^ 
b very easy Greek, quite as much so as the Greek Tesin- 
ment; and a little practice of this kind will help you in 
your* knowledge of the language,' and make you a gCMid 
critic. I perceive your English style is veiy Hapolisbed, 
and I think this a matter of great moment. I should 
recommend yotf to read, and imitate as nearly as yon 
can, the serious papers in the eighth volume of the Spec* 
tator, particularly those on Ihe Ubiquity of the Deity. 
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Aecustov ytiuiaelf to write down your tbooght% sad la 
pultsh the styk s6iBe tinie after compositiptt» when you 
have forgotten the expression. Aim at conciseness, neat ■ 
nea% and cteamess» never making nse of fine or wigior 
words. Avokl every epithet which does not add greathf 
to the idea, for every addition of this kind, if it do* not 
strengthen, weakens the sentiment; and be cautious 
never to express by two words what you can do as well 
by one: a muhiplicity of words only hides the senses 
just as a superabundance of cloaths does the shape. Thus 
much for studies. 



I recommend you to* pause and consider muck an4 
well on the subject of matrimony. , You have heard my 
sentiments with regard to a rich wiie; bnt I am mudi 
too young, and too great an enthusiast, to be even a to- 
lerable counsellor on a point like this. You must think 
for yourself, and consult with prudent and pious people, 
whose years have taught them the wisclom of the present 
world, and whose experience has instructed them in that 
of the world to come. But a Utile sober thought is 
worth a world of advice. You have, however, an infallible 
adviser, and to his durections you may safely look. To 
liini I commend all your ways. 

I have one observation to make, which I hope you will 
forgive in me, it is, that you foil in love too readily. } 
have no notion of a man'^ havuiga certain species of 
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nfiec^n for two woineii at once, t am ztmi yon let 
your fkdmiration oatrun your jadgeinentin the outset, aifd 
theii' comes the denouement and its attendant, disaf^ 
pointment and disgust. Take good heed you do not do 
this in marriage, for if you do, there will he great rbk 
of your making shipwreck of your hopes*. Be content to 
learn a woman's good qualities, as they gradually reveal 
themselves; and do not let your ima^ation adorn her 
with virtues and charms to which she has no pretensioor* 
I think there is often a little disappointment after mar- 
riage — our angels turn out to be mere Eves — but the true 
way of avoiding, or, at least, lessening this inconveniencey 
is to estimate the object of our affections really as she is, 
without deceiving ourselves and injuring her, by elevating 
her above her sphere. This is the way to be happy in 
marriage, for, upon thid plan, our partners will b^ conf- 
iinually breakhig in upon us and idelighting us with some 
new discovery of excellence; while, upon the other plan, 
we shall alwa3s be finding that the reality falls short of 
what we had so fondly and so foolishly imagined. 

Be very sedulous and very patient in your studies. YoCi 
would shudder at the idea of obtruding yourself on th^ 
sacred office in a condition rather to disgrace than to 
adorn it. St. Paul is earnest in admonishing Timothy to 
give attention to reading: and that holy apostle hiniieM^ 
quotes from several of the best authors among the 
Greeks. His style is also very elegant, and polished on 
occasion. He, therefore, did not think the gracies of 
composition beneath his attention^ as some foolish and 
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ignbranl pretehers of the present day are upt to dd* ^ I 
bave written a longer letter to you than i expected^ and 
t mu8| now therefore say, good bye* . 

I am, ' i ■ 

Very affectionately you^ 

H.R.WHITE. 



TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 



St. John's; Aug. 12, 180^. 
BEAR SEVILLE, - 

I CAN bat just manage to tell you, by this jsost^ 
what I am sure you will be glad to learn, even at the ex- 
pense of sevenpence for an empty sheet, that Mr. Catton 
has given me an exhibition, which makes my whole in* 
come sixty guineas a year. My la^t term's bill was 
13L 13s. and I had 71* I2s. to receive; but the expenses 
of this vacation will leave me bare until Christmas. 

I have the pl^sure of not having solicited either this 
Of any other of the favours which Mr. Catton has so li* 
^rally bestowed upon me: and though I have been the 
possessor of thb exhibition ever since March last, yet Mr. 
Catton did not hint it to me until this morning when Ik^ 
gave me my bill. 
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I have, of course^ signified to Mr. Simeon, that I shall 
have po need whatever of the stipend which I havie bilbert 
to received through his hands. He was ettremely kin4 
on the occasion, and indeed his conduct towards me has 
ever been fatherly. It was Mr. Wilberforce who allowed 
me 20l. per ann. and Mr. Simeon added lOK He told 
me that my conduct gave him the most heartfelt joy; 
that I was so generally respected, without havmg made 
any compliances, as he understood, or having, in any 
instance, concealed my principles. Indeed this is a praise 
which I may claim, though I never conceived that it was 
at all an object of praise. I li^ave always taken some 
pains to let those around me know my religious senti- 
ments, as -a saving of trouble, and as a mark of that in* 
dependence of opinion which, I tliink, every one -ought 
to assert: and, as I have produced my ^gmiions with 
frankness and modesty, and supported them (if, attacked) 
with coolness and candour, I have never foupd them amy 
impediment to my acquaintance with any p^rson^ whose 
acquaintance I coveted. 
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TO MR. R. W. A. 



St. John*8, Aug. 18th, 1^06. 
0I&AR AtMOND, 4 

f AM giacl to bear of your voyages and travels through 
VflMous regions and various seas, both of this island, and 
^ little suckling the isle of Wight. 

\ 

Many hiiir's-breadth 'scapes and perilous adventures 
you must needs have had, and many a time, on the ex- 
treme shores of the south, must you have looked up wHh 
the c!ye of intelligent curiosity^ to see whether the same 
me<m shone there as in the pleasant, but now far distant, 
grovel of ColVirick. And now, my very wise and travel* 
feci* friend, seeing that your head is yet upon your 
shoitilders, and your neck in its right natural position, 
and seeing, that after all the changes and chanced of a 
long journey, and after being bang'd from post to pillar, 
ted from pillar to post, seeing, I say, that after all this, 
you are saifely housed once more under your paternal 
roof, what think you, if you were to indulge your mind 
as Ikiueh as you have done your eyes and gaping muscles 1 
A lew trips to the fountains of light and colour, or td the 
regions of the good lady who p^fpertr a^aXoK ^fVct i^ofpot 
virrov, a ramble down the Galaxy, and a few peeps on 
the uHccnfined confines (iroi^xor istrorfAoy, Siriroy oivTnotp 
finf tf^ 0tirofei\) of infinite space, would prove^ perhaps, as 

VOL. I. s 
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delectable to your immaterial part, as the delicious see- 
saw of a post-chaise was to your corporeal ; or^ if these 
setherialy aeronautical, malhematical volutations should 
displease you, pbrhaps if would not be, amiss to saunter a 
few weeks on the site of Troy, or to lay out plans of an- 
cient history on the debateable ground of the Peloponne- 
sians and Athenians. There is one Thucydides^ who lives 
near, who will tell you ail about the places you Yisit, and 
the great events connected with them : he is a sententious 
old fellow, very shrewd in his remarks, and speaks^ 
moreover, very excellent Greek at your service. I know 
pot whether you have met with any guide in the course 
pf your bodily travels, who can be compared to him. If 
you- should make Rome in your way, either there or 
back, I should like to give yon a letter of introduction to 
an old friend of mine, whose name is Livy, who, as fior 
as his memory extends, will amuse you wit^ pretty 
stories, and some true history. There is another honest 
fellow enough, to whom I dare not recommend you» he 
is so very crabbed and tart, and speaks so much in epi* 
grams and enigmas, that I am •afraid he would teach yon 
to talk as unintelligibly as himself. I do not mean to 
give you any more advice, but I have one exhortatianf 
which I hope you will take in good part, it is this, that if 
you set ovi on this journey you would please to proceed 
to its end; for I have been acquainted with some ytofimg 
wen, who have turned thehr faces towards Athens ax 
Rome, and trudged on manfully for a few miles, but 
when they had travelled till thdy grew weary, and worn 
out a jgood pair of shoes, have suddenly become dJa^ 
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heartened, and returned without any recompense for their 
pains. 

And now let me assume a more serious strain, and ex- 
hort you to cultivate your mind with the utmost assiduity. 
You are at a critical period of your life, and the habits 
which you now form will, most probably, adhere to you 
through life. If they be idle habits I am sure they will. 

But even the cultivation of your mind is of minor im* 
portance to that of your heart, your temper, and dispo- 
•ition. Here I have need not to pre4ich, but to leami 
You have had less to encounter in your religious pro- 
gress than / have, and your progress has been therefore 
greater, greater even than your superior faculties would 
have warranted. I have had to fight hard with vanity at 
home, and applause abroad ; no wonder that my vessel 
has been tossed about, but greater wonder that it is yet 
upon the waves. I exhort you to pray with me, (and \ 
entreat you 'to pray for me) that we may both weather 
001 the storm, abd arrive in the haven of sound ^n- 
qidlity, even on this side the grave. 



•-« 



v'^^.We have all particular reason to watch and pray, lesl^ 
tdf too much predominate. We should accustom oiirr 
sdveato hold our own comforts and conveniences a» sub** 
prdinate to the comforts and conveniences x>f othears i^ 
aO things, and a habit thus begun in little matters might 
probably be extended without difficulty to those of a 

higher nature. 

. « * , ♦ 

8 2 
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TO MR. B. MADDOCK. 

9t John's, 11th Sept. 18^. 
MT DITaR ben, 

I CAN scarcely write more to you now thsui just ta 
tftlm your uneasiness on my account. I am pferleetly 
trdl agaiiiy and have experienced no recmteiice of th? 
fit; my spirits too are better, add I read very oiod^^ 
nitely. I hope that God will be pleased to spare hid n^ 
belUous clilld; thb stroke has brought me nearer to fam: 
whom indeed have I for my comforter, but Uml 

I am still reading, but with moderation, as I have bed! 
during the whole vacation, whatever you may perrisk m 
Ainkmg. 

My heart turns with more fondness towards the coiiM>* 
^ttons of religion than it did, and in some degree I halfii 
found consolation. I still, however, conceive that it it 
my duty to pursue my studies temperately, and to fortify 
myself with Christian resignation and calmness, for thi 
worst I am much wanting in these virtueiiB, aiid iirieed 
ill' aK christmn vutues, but I know how de^Me tfMJP 
are, and I long for theni. Pray that I may be stSMgtli^ 
ened and enlightened, and that 1 may be enaMi^ to ger 
where duty bids, wherever that be. » 
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TO MR. B. HADDOCK. 



^t. John'j, C«mlH-idgty f 2d 8^t 1806. 



MY DEAR FRIEND, 



YOU charge me with ao accession of gallery of late: 
I plead guilty. I reaily began to think of n]arriage» 
(very preo^aturely, you'll say,) but if 1 experience any re^ 
peitition of the fit, I shall drop the idea of it for ever. It 
would be folly and cruelty to involve another in all \hp 
iiorrors of such a calamity. , 

I thank you fyr your kind exhortations to a complete 
surrender of my heart to God, which are contamed in 
your letter. In this respect I have betrayed the most de- 
plorable weakness and indecision of character. I know 
wjiwt the truth is, and>I love it; but I still go on giving 
myself half to God and half to the world, as if I expected 
to ei\)oy the comforts of religion along with the vanities of 
life. If, for a short time, I keep up a closer communion 
with God, and feel my whole bosom bursting with sor- 
fow and tenderness as I approach the footstool of mj 
Saviour, I soon relapse into indifference, worldly-mind* 
edne^s, and sin ; my devotions become listless and per* 
fm^oxy : I doat on the world, its toys, and its cormp- 

S3 
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tions, and am mad enough to be willing to 'sacriiice the 
happiness of eternity to the deceitful pleasures of the 
passing moment. My heart b indeed a lamentable sink 
of loathsome corruption and hypocrisy. In consistency 
with my professed opinions, I am often obliged to talk 
on subjects of which I know but little in experience, and 
to rank myself with those who have felt, what I ooly ap- 
prove from my head, and, perhaps, esteem from my 
heart. I often start with horror apd disgust from my- 
self, when I consider how deeply I have imperceptibly 
gone into this species of simulation. Yet I thmk my love 
for the Gospel, and its professors, is sincere ; only I am 
Insincere in suffering persons to entertain an high opinion 
of me, as a child of God, when indeed I am an alien 
from him. On looking over some "private memoran- 
dums which were written at various times in the course 
of the two last years, I beheld, with inexpressible an- 
guish, that my progress has, if any thing, been retro- 
grade. I am still as dark, still as cold, still as ignorant^ 
still as fond of the world, and have still fewer desires 
after holiness. I am very, very dissatisfied with myself, 
and yet I am not prompted to earnest prayer. I have 
been^o often earnest, and always have fallen away, that 
I go to God without hope, without faith. Yet I am not 
totally without hope ; I know God will have my whole 
heart, and I know, when I give him that, I shall expe- 
rience the light of his countenance with a permanency. I 
pray that he would assist my weakness, and grant me 
some portion of his grace, in order that I may overcome 
the world, the flesh, and the devil, to whichsl have long. 
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Tery long, been' a ^iliing, though an iuuhappy slave. Do 
you pray earnestly with me, and for me, in these respects, 
I know the prayer^ of the faithful avail much; and 
when you consider with how great temptations I am sur- 
roundedy and how very little strength I have wherewith 
to resist thrni, you will feel with me the necessity of ear- 
nest supplication and fervent intercession, lest I should 
be lost, and cast away for ever. 

1 shall gladly receive your spiritual advice and direc- 
tions. I have gone on too long in coldness and uncon- 
cern; who knows whether, if I neglect the present hour« 
Abe day of salvation may not be gonie by for ever ! ! 



TO MR. JOHN CHARLESWORTH. 

St. John's, 22d Sept. 1806. 
MY DEAB CHARLESWORTH, 

THANK you for taking the blame of our neglected 
.correspondence on your own shoulders. I thought it 
jested elsewhere. Thrice have I begun to write to yoi^ 
once in Latin and twice in English ; and each time iiave 
>the iates opposed themselves to the completion of my de- 
sign. But^ however^ pax sit rebus, we are naturally 

S4 
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disposed to forgive, because we are, m fur as inteniiMir 
goes, mutually offenderi. 

I thank you for your iDTitation lo Clapbaui, which 
came at a fortunate juncture, since I had just settled mA 
my tutor that I should pay a visit to my brother in Loan 
don thb week. I shall of course see you; and shall be 
happy to spend a few days with you at Clapham» and M 
rhapsodise on your common. It gives me pleasure to 
hear you are settled, and I give you many hearty good 
wishes for practice and prosperity. I hope you will sooo 
find that a wife is a very necessary article of eiyoym^in 
a domesticated state ; for how indeed should it be olher'» 
wise ? A man cannot cook his dinner while he is em* 
ployed in earning it. Housekeepers are complete Ael- 
luonea reifamiliarist and not only pick your pockets, but 
abuse you into the bargain. While a wife, on the con- 
trary, both cooks your dinner and enlivens it with her 
society; receives you aAer the toils of the day with 
cheerfulness and smiles, and is not only the faithful 
guardian of your treasury, but the soother of your cares 
and the alleviator of your calamities. Now, am I not 
very poetical ? But on such a subject who would not be 
poetical 1 A wife I — a domestic fire-side I— the cheerful 
assiduities of love and tenderness! It would ioqiirea 
.Dutch burgomaster I and if, with all this in your giaifV 
you shall still choose the pulsare terram pede liier», 
still avoid the irrupta copula; still deem it a matter of 
light regard to be an object of affection and ^ndness to, 
an amiable and sensible woman, why then you deserve 
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to be a fellow of a college all yoor days^ to tie fcickfd! 
about in your last iljness by a aaocy and carelefiB bc«dt 
maker; and, lastly, to be put in the groiuid in youf 
college chapel, followed only by the nmn who is to be 
your successor. Why man, I dare no more dream that I 
shall ever have it in my power to have a wife^ than that I 
shall be Archbishop of Canterbury and Primate of ai} 
England. A suite of rooms, in a still and quiet confer 
of old St. John's, which was once occupied by a craa^ 
monk, or by one of the translators of the Bible^ in tt|e 
days of good King James, must form the boundary of 
my ambition. I must be content to inhabit walls which 
never echoed with a female voice, to be buried in glooms 
which were never cheered with 'a female smile. It is 
said, indeed, that women were sometimes permitted to 
visit St. John'^ when it was a monastery of Wfaite-Frian^ 
in order to be present at particular religious ceremonies : 
but the good monks were careful to sprinkle holy-water 
wherever their profane footsteps had carried contagion 
and pollution. 

It is weU that you are free from the restrictions of mo- 
nastic austerity, and that, while I sleep under the shadow 
of towers and lofty walls, and the safeguard of a vigilant 
porter, you are permitted to inhabit your own cottage, 
under yonr own guardianship, and to listen to the sweet 
accents of domestic affection. 

Yes, my very Platonic, or rather Stoical friend, I must 
see you safely bound in the matrimonial noose, and then. 
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fike a eonfirmed bachelor, ten years hence, I shall have 
the satisfaction of pretending to laugh at, >vhile, in my 
heart, I envy you. So much for rhapsody. I am com- 
ing to London for relaxation's sake, and shall lake it 
pretty freely ; that is, I shall seek aAer fine sights — stare 
at fine people — be chearful with the gay — foolish with 
the simple — ^and leave as little room to suspect as possi- 
ble that I am (any thing of) a philosopher and mathema- 
tician. I shall probably talk a little Greek, but it wiU 
he by stealth, in order to excite no suspicion. 



I shall be in town on Friday or Saturday. I am in a 
very idle mood, and have written you a very idle letter, 
for which I entreat your pardon, and I am. 



Dear C- 



Very sincerely yours, 



H. K. WHITE. 
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TO HIS BROTHER NEVILLE. 

(found in uis pocket after his decease.) 

St. John's College^ Satmday, Oct 11, 1806. 
DEAK NEVILLE, 

I AM safely arrived, and in college, but my illnest 
has increased upon me much. The cough continues, 
and is attended witii a good deal of fever. I am under 
the care of Mr. Parish, and entertain very little appre- 
hension about the cough, but my over exertions in town 
have reduced me to a state of much debility ; and until 
the cough be gone I cannot be permitted to take any 
strengthening medicines. This plaoes me in an awkward 
predicament ; but I think I perceive a degree of expec* 
toration this morning, which will soon relieve me, and 
then I shall mend apace. 

Under these circumstances, I must not expect to see 
you here at present ; when I am a little recovered it will 
be a pleasant relaxation to me. 



Our lectures began on Friday, but I do not attend them 
until I am better. I have not written to my mother, nor 
shall I while I remain unwell. Will you tell her, as a 



268 

reasoD, that our lectures began on Friday. I know she 
will be uneasy if she do not hear from me, and still more 
•o if I tell her I am ill. 

I cannot write more at present, than that I am* 

Your truly affectionate Brother, 

r 

H. K. WHITE. 



HINTS, ^c. 



WHY will Dot men be contented with appearing what 
they are 1 As sure as we attempt to pass for what we 
are not, we make ourselves ridiculous. With religious 
professors this ought to be a consideration of importance^ 
for when we assume credit for what we do not possess, 
we break the laws of God in more ways than we are 
aware of; vanity and deceit are both implicated. 

Why art thou so disquieted, O my itoul» and why so 
full of heaviness 1 O put thy trust in God : for I will yet 
thank him which is the help of my conntenance, Und my 
God. Pa. 42. 

V Domine Jesu in te speravi, miserere mei ! Ne sperne 
aiiimum miserrimi peccatoris. 

The love of Christ is the only source from whence a 
Christian can h^e to derive spiritual happiness and peace. 
Now the love of Christ will not reside in the bosom al- 
ready pre-occupied with the love of the world, or any 
other predominating affection. We must give up every 
thing for it, and we know it deserves that distinction ; 
yet, upon this principle, unless the energy of Divine grace 
were what it is, mighty and irresistible, who would be 
saved ? 
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The excellence of our liturgy and our establishment is 
more and more impressed upon my mind : how admir- 
able do her confessions, her penitentiary offerings, her 
intercessions, her prayers, suit with the case of the chris* 
tian. It is a sign that a man's heart is not right with 
Ood, when he finds fault with the liturgy. 

Contempt of religion is distinct from unbelief; unbe- 
lief may be the result of proud reasonings and mdepend- 
ent research ; but contempt of the christian do<;trine niiut 
proceed from profound ignorance. 



LORD, give me a heart to turn all knowledge to thy 
glory, and not to mine ; keep me from being deluded 
with the lights of vain philosophy ; keep me from the 
pride of human reason: let nie not think my own 
thoughts, nor dream my own imaginations ; but in all 
things acting under the good guidance of thy Holy 
Spirit, may I live in all simplicity, humility, and single- 
ness of heart, unto the Lord Jesus Christ, now and for 
evermore. Amen. 

flbe above prayer was prefixed to a Manual^ or MemonDdnm 
book.] 



/ 
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A PRAYERr 

ALMIGHTY Father^ at the close of another day I 
kneel before thee in supplication, and ere I compose my 
body to sleep, I would steal a few moments from weari- 
less, to lift up my thoughts to thy perfections, to medi* 
tate on thy wonderful dispensations, and to make my 
request known unto thee. 

Although the hours of this day have not been spent in 
the busy haunts of society^ but in the pursuit of needful 
and godly knowledge, yet I am conscious that my 
thoughts and actions have been far from pure ; and many 
vain and foolish speculations, many sinful thoughts and 
ambitious anticipations, have obtruded themselves on my 
mind. I know that I have felt pleasure in what I ought 
to have abhorred, and that I have not had thy presence 
continually in mind ; so that my ghostly enemy has mixed 
poison with my best food, and sowed tares, with the good 
seed of instruction. Sometimes, too, the world has had 
too much to do with my thoughts ; I have longed for its 
pleasures, its splendors, its honours, and have forgottea 
that I am a poor follower of Jesus Christ, whose inherit- 
ance is not in this land, but in the fields above. I do 
therefore supplicate and beseech thee. Oh! thou my 
God and Father, that thou wilt not only forgive these my 
wanderings, but that thou wilt chasten my heart, and 
establish my affections, so that they may not be shak^ 
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by the light suggefltions of the tempter Satan ; «id rince 
I am of myself very weak, I implore thy restraining hand 
upon my understanding* that I may not reason in the pride 
of worldly wisdom, nor flatter myself on my attainroentf, 
but ever hold my judgment in subordination to thy word, 
and see myself as what I am, an helpless dependant cA 
thy bounty. If a spirit of indolence and lasntode hafe ' 
at times crept on me, I pray thy forgiveness lor it ; and if 
I have felt rather inclined to prosecute studies which pro- 
cure respect from the world, than the humble knowledge 
which becomes a servant of Christ, do thou check this 
growing propensity, and only bless my studies so far as 
they conduce to thy glory, and as thy glory is their chief 
end. My heart, O Lord ! is but too fond of this vain 
and deceitfiil world, and I have manv fears lest I should < 
make shipwreck of my hope on the rocks of ambition and. 
vanity. Give me, I pray thee, thy grace to repress these 
propensities i^ illumine more completely my wanderit^ 
mind ; rectify my understan(ljng ; and give me a simple, 
humble, and aflectionate heart to love thee and thy 
sheep with all sincerity. As I increase in learning, let 
me increase in lowness of spirit ; and inasmuch as the 
haJSits of studious life, unless tempered by prevetiting 
grace, but too much tend to produce formality and life* 
lessness in devotion, do thou, O heavenly Fkther, pre- 
serve me from all cold and speculative views of thy bless- 
ed Gospel ; and while with regular constancy I kneel 
down daily before thee, do not fail to light up the fire of 
heavenly love in my bosom, and to draw my heart hea*- 
venfw^d with earnest l<^ngtngs [to thyself.] 
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And now, O Blessed Redeemer I ray rock, iny hope, 
sind only sure ilefence, to thee do I cheerfiilly commit 
both my soul and my body. If' thy wise Providence see' 
fit, grant that I may rise in the morning, refreshed with 
deep, and with a spirit of chearful activity for the duties' 
of the day ; but whether I wake here or in eternity, grant 
that my trust in thee may remain sure, and my hope un* 
Bhaken. Our Father, &c. 

[This prayer was discovered amonpt some dirty loose papers 
of H. K. W*s.] 



Mem. 

SEPTEMBER 22, 1806. 

ON running over the pages of this book, I am con- 
strained to observe, with sorrow and shame, that my 
progress in divine h'ght has been litde or none. 

I have made a few conquests over my corrupt indink- 
tions, but my heart still hankers after its old delights ; 
still lingers half-willing, half-unwilling, in the ways of 
worldly-mindedness. 

My knowledge of divine things is veiy little improved. 
I have read less of the Scriptures than I did last year. In 
reading the Fathers, I have consulted rather the pride of 
my heart, than my spiritual good. 

VOL. I. T 
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I now turn to the. cause of tBese evils, and I find that 
Ae great root, the main spring is — love of the world; 
next to that, pride ; next to that, spiritual sloth. ^ 

[This Memoianduin was written a very few weeks before his death.] 
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fONNET. 
Addressed to H. K. White, on hu Poems lately fmbliilied. 

Henry ! I greet thine entmnce into life ! 
Sure presage that the myrmidons of iate» 
The fools unmeaning laagby the critic's hate. 
Will dire assail thee ; and the envious strife 
Of bookish schoolmen, beings over rife. 
Whose pia-mater studious is fill'd 
With unconnected matter half distill'd 
From lettered page, shall bare for thee the knife. 
Beneath whose edge the poet oft-times sinks : 
But fear not ! for thy modest work contains 
The germ of worth; thy wild pdetic strains. 
How sweet to him, untutored bard, who thinks 
Thy verse " has power to please, as soft it flows 
Thro' the smooth murmurs of the frequent close.'' 

G. L. C— , 1805. 
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* SONNET, 

• * .. . . 

To Mr. Henry Kirke White, on his Poems lately published* 

BY ARTHUR O^BN, ESQ. 

HAIL! gifted youth, whose passion-breathmg lay 
Pourtrays a mind attun'd 40 noblest themes, 
A mind, which wrapt in fanc/s high-wrought dreams. 

To iiafure's veriest bounds its daring way 

Can wing : what charms throughout thy pages shine. 
To win with &iry thrill the melting soul ! 
For though aloilg impassion'd grandeur roll. 

Yet in fiill power simplicity is thine. 

Proceed, sweet bardi and the heaven-granted fire ' 
Of pity, glowing in thy feeling breast. 
May nought destroy, may nought thy soul divest 

Of joy — of rapture in the living lyre. 
Thou tnn'st so magically : but may fame 
Each passing year add honours to thy name. 

Richmond; Sept 1803. 



TO MR. H. K. WHITE. 



HARK! 'tis some sprite who sweeps a fun'ral knell. 
For Dermody no more. — ^That fitful tone 
From Eolus^wild harp alone can swell, 
. Or Chatterton assumes th^ lyre unknown. 
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No ; list again ! 'tis Bateman's fatal sigh 
Swells with the breeze, and dies upon the stream : 

^Tb Margaret mourns, as swift she rushes by, 
Rous'd by the daemons from adulterous dream. 

O ! say, sweet youth ! what genius fires thy soul ? 
The same which tun'd the frantic nervous strain 
To the wild harp of Collins 1 — By the pole. 
Or 'mid the seraphim and heav'nly tram. 
Taught Milton everlasting secrets to unfold. 
To sing Hell's flaming gulph, or Heav'n high arch'd vHlh 
gold I 

H WfiLKER. 
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LINES 
On the Death of Mr. Henry Kirke White. 

BY THE REV. J. PLUMPTRE. 

SUCH talents and such piety combin'd. 
With such unfeign'd humility of mind. 
Bespoke him fair to tread the way to fame. 
And live an honour to the christian name. 
But Heaven was pleas'd to stop his fleeting hour. 
And blight the fragrance of the opening flow'r. 
We mourn — but not for him, removed from pain. 
Our loss, we trust, is his eternal gain : — 
With him we'll strive to win the Saviour's love. 
And hope to join him with the blest above,- 

October 24th, 1806. 
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SONNET 

OH HENRY KIRKE WHItB. 
I. 

MASTER so early of the various lyre 

Energic, pure, sublime ! — ^Tbus art thou gone 1 
1^ its bright dawn of fame that spirit flown 

Which breath'd such sweetness, tenderness, and fire t 

Wert thou but shewn to win us to admire 
• And veil in deatn thy splendor 1 — ^But unknown 
Their destination who least tune have shone 

And brightest beam'd.— When these the etebnax sibs, 

11. ^ 

^ — Righteous and wise, and good are all his waya — 

Eclipses, as their sun begins, to rise. 
Can mortal judge, for their diminisht days. 

What blest equivalent in changeless skies 
What sacred-glory waits them ? — His the praise ; 

Gracious, whatever he gives, whatever denies. 

S4th Oct 1806. C. L. 
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LINES 

On the Death of Mr. Henry Kirke White, late of St John's 

College, Cambridge. 

WRITTEN ABOUT AND IN THAT COLLEGE. 

SORROWS are niine— then let me joys evade. 
And seek for sympathies in this lone shade. 
The glooms of death fali heavy on my heart ; 
And, between life and me, a truce impart. 
Genius has vanisht in its opening bloom. 
And youth and beauty wither in the tomb ! 

Thought ever prompt to lend th' enquiring eye 
Pursues thy spirit through futurity. 
Does thy aspiring mind new powers essay. 
Or, in suspended being, wait the day. 
When earth shall fall before the awful trsuu 
Of Heaven and Virtues everlasting reign 1 

May goodness, which thy heart did once enthrone. 
Emit one ray to meliorate my own ! 
And, for thy sake, when time affliction calm. 
Science shall please, and poesie shall charm. 

I turn my steps whence issued all my woes, 
Where the dull courts, monastic glooms impose^ 
Thence fled a spirit, whose unbounded scf^pe, 
Surpass'd the fond creation's, e'en of hope. 

Along this path thy living step has fled. 
Along thb path they bore thee to the dead» 
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AH that this languid eye can now sarvey 
Witness'd the vigour of thy fleeting day : 
And witness'd all, as speaks this anguishi tear, 
^he solemn progress of thy early bier. 

Sacred the walls that took thy parting breath, 
Own'd thee in life, encompassed thee in death ! 

Oh ! I can feel, as felt the sorrowing friend. 
Who o'er thy corse in agony did bend ; 
Dead as thjself, to all the world inspires. 
Paid the last rites mortality requires ; 
Clos'd the dim eye, that beam'd with mind before ; 
Composed the icy limbs to move no more 1 

Some power the picture from my memory tear, . 
Or feeling will rush onward to despair. 

Immortal hopes ! come, lend your blest relief; 
And raise the soul, bow'd down with mortal grief. 
Teach it to look for comfort in the skies : 
Earth cannot give what Heavn's high will denies. 

Cambridge; Nov. 1806. "♦ 



SONNET, 

OCCASIONED BY THE SECOND OF H. KIRK£ WHITB. 

I. 

YES ; fled already is thy vital fire. 

And the fair promise of thy early bloom 

Lost, in youth's mom extinct ; sunk in the tomb ; 

Mute in the grave, sleeps thy enchanted lyre ! 
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And is it vainly that our souls aspire ? 
Falsely does the presagibg heart presume 
That we shall live beyond life's cares and gloom ; 

Grasps it eternity with high desire, 

II. 

But to imagine bliss, feel woe and die ; 

Leaving survivors to worse pangs than death 1 
Not such the sanction of the Eternal Mind. 
The harmonious order of the starry sky. 
And awful revelation's atigel-breath 

Assure these hopes their full effect diall find. 
f5th Dec. 1806. C. h. 



WRITTEN IN 

THE HOMER OF MR. H. KIRKE WHITE. 

Presented io me by hit Brother, J. NevUle White. 

I. 
B4IID of brief days, but ah, of deathless fame ! 

While on these awful leaves my fond eyes rest 

On which thine late have dwelt, thy hand late prest, 
I pause ; and gaze, regretful on thy name. 
By neither chance, nor envy, time, nor flame. 

Be it from this its mansion dispossest ! 

But thee. Eternity clasps to her breast. 
And in celestial splendor thrones thy claim. 



284 
11. 

No more with mortal pencil shalt thou trace; 

An imitative radiance : * thy pure lyre 
Springs from our changeful atmosphere's embrace^ 

And beams and breathes in empyreal fire : 
The Homeric and M iltonian sacred tone 
Responsive hail that lyre congenial to their ownw 

Bnry, 11th Jan. 1807. C tt. 



TO THE MEMORY OF H. K. WHITE. 

BY A LADY. 

IF worthy if genius, to the world are dear» 
l^o Henry's shade devote no common tear. 
His worth on no precarious tenure hung. 
From genuine piety his virtues sprung ; 
If pure benevolence, if steady sense. 
Can to the feeling heart delight dispense > 
If all the highest efforts of the mind. 
Exalted, noble, elegant, refin'd. 
Call for fond sympathy's heart-felt regret. 
Ye sons of genius pay the mournful debt : 
His friends can truly speak how large his claim. 
And, " Life was only wanting to his fame." 
Art Thou, indeed, dear youth, for ever fled? 
So quickly numbered with the silent dead. 



* Alloding to hh pencil'd sketch of a head surrounded with a glory. 



285 

^oo sure t read it in the downcast eye. 
Hear it in^ mourning friendship's stilBed sigh : 
Ah ! could esteem, or admiration, save 
80 dear an object from th' untimely grave. 
This transcript faint had not essayM to tell. 
The loss of one belov'd, rever'd so well. 
Vainly I try, even eloquence were weak. 
The silent sorrow that I feel,' to speak. 
No more my hours of pain thy Toice will cheer. 
And bind my spirit to this lower sphere ; 
Bend o'er my suffering frame with gentle sigh. 
And bid new fire relume my languid eye ; 
No more the penciTs mimic art command. 
And with kind pity guide my trembling hand. 
Nor dwell upon the page in fond regard. 
To trace the meaning of the Tuscan bard. 
Vain all the pleasures. Thou can'st not inspire,^ 
And, ** in my breast, th' imperfect joys expire/' 
I fondly hop'd thy hand might grace my. shrine. 
And litde deem'd I should have wept o'er thine; 
In fancy's eye methought I saw thy lyre. 
With virtue's energies each bosom fire : 
I saw admiring nations press around. 
Eager to catch the animating sound : 
^ And frhep at length sunk in the shades of night. 
To brighter worlds thy spirit wing'd its flight; 
Thy country hail'd thy venerated shade, . 
And each grac'd honor to thy memory paid. 
Such was the fate hope pictur'd to my view^ — 
But who, alas ! e'er found hope's visions true? . 
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Aiuly ah ! a dark presage, when last we met^ 

Sadden'd the sociai hour with deep regret ; 

When Thou thy portrait from the minstrel drew^ 

The living Edwin starting on my view — 

Silent, I ask'd of heav'n a lengthened date. 

His genius thine, hut not like thine his fate. 

Shuddering I gaz'd, and saw too sure reveal'd. 

The fatal truth, by hope till then conceal'd. 

Too strong the portion of celestial flame. 

For its weak tenement^ the fragile frame ; % 

Too soon for Us it sought its native sky. 

And soared impervious to the mortal eye ; 

Like |8ome clear planet, shadowed from our sights 

Leaving behind long tracks of lucid light : 

So shall thy bright example fire each youth. 

With love of virtue, piety, and truth. 

Long o'er thy loss shall grateful Granta moam. 

And bid her sons revere thy favoured urn. 

When thy lov'd flower, ** Springes victory makes knowD,^ 

The primrose pale shall bloom for thee alone : 

Around tliy urn, the rosemary well spread. 

Whose ** tender fragance,'' emblem of the dead — 

Shall ** teach the maid, whose bloom no longer lives^** 

Tlrdt *' virtue every perbh'd grace survives/' 

Farewell ! sweet Moralist, heart-sick'nhig grief. 

Tells me in duty's paths to seek relief, 

With surer aim, on faith*s strong pinions rise. 

And seek hope's vanish'd anchor in the skies. 

Yet still on thee shall fond remembrance dwell. 

And to the world thy worth delight to tell ; 



y 
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Tho' well I feel unwertiiy Thee, the tays^ 
That to thy memory weepmg friendship pays. 



STANZAS 

Snppoied to have been written at the Grave of H. K. White. 

BY ▲ I.ADY. 

1. 

TE gentlest Gales ! oh, hither waft 

Otf airy imdnlating sweeps. 
Tour frequent sighs, so passing soft. 

Where he, the youthful Poet, sleeps! ' 
He breath'd the purest tenderest sigh, 
' The sigh of .sensibility. 

• 

2. 
And thou 3halt lie, his favorite flower. 

Pale Primrose, on his grave reclin'd: 
Sweet emblem of his fleeting hour. 

And of his pure, his spotless mind ! 
Like thee, he sprung in lowly vale ; 
And felt, like thee, the trying gale. 

3. 
Nor hence thy pensive eye seclude. 

Oh thou, the fragrant Rosemary, 
Where he, f^ in marble solitude. 

So peaceful, and so deep'' doth lie ! 



:28S 

His harp prophetic, sung to thee« 
In notes of sweetest minstrelsy; 

4. 
Ye falling Dews, Oh ! ever leave 

Your chrystal drops, these flow'rs to steep 
At earliest mom, at latest eve. 

Oh let them for their Poet weep ! 
For tears bedew'd his gentle eye, — 
The tears of heavenly sympathy. 

5. 
Thou western Sun effuse .thy beams: 

for he was wont to paee the glade. 
To wattch in pale uncertain gleams, ' 

The crimson-zon'd horizon fade— 
Thy last, thy setting radiance pour. 
Where he is set to rise no more. 



ODE 
Oo the late Heory Kirke Whitt. 

AND is the minstrel's voyage o'erl 
And is the star of genius fled? 

And will his magic harp no more. 
Mute, in the mansions of the dead. 

Its strains seraphic pour? . 
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A Pilgrim in this world of woe» 
Condenin'dy alas ! awbile to stray. 

Where bristly thorns, where briars grow. 
He bade, to cheer the gloomy way. 

Its heavenly music flow. 

... . ^ . . , 

And oft he bade, by fame inispir^d. 
Its wild notes seek th' isetherial plain. 

Till angels, by its music fir^d. 
Have, listening, caught th' ecstatic strain* 

Have wondered, and admir'd. 

But now secure on happier shores. 
With choirs of sainted souls he sings. 

His harp th' omnipotent adores. 
And from its sweet, its silver strings. 

Celestial music pours. 

And tho' on earth no more he'll weave 
The lay that's fraught wilfa mtgic fire. 

Yet oft shall Fancy hear at eve 
His now exalted, heav'nly lyre 

In sounds ^olian grieve. 



JVVENIS. 



B. Stoke. 



VOL. I. 



t90 

VERfiEB 
Occattoned by the de^tb of Heniy Kirke White. 

WHAT is this world at best, 
Tbo' deckt in vernal bloom. 
By hope and yoBthfitl fancy dvestl 
What but a peafldesa toil for rest, 
A passage to the tombt 
If flow'reto strew 
The avenue, . 
Tho'fair, alas! how fading, and bow few I 

And every hour comes arm^d 
By sorrow, or by woe: 
Concealed beneath its Kttle wings, 
A Scythe the soft-shod pilfrer brii^. 
To lay some comfort low: 
Some lie f unbind. 
By love cntwin'd, 
Some silken bond, that bokk Ae cwpkitt mind. 

And every month displays. 
The ravages of time: 
Faded tlie flowers! — Tlie Spring is past! 
The scattered leaves, the wintry blast. 
Warn to a milder clime: 
The songster's flee, 
The leafless tree, 
And bear to happier realms their melody. 



\ 



Henry! the world no more 
Can claim thee for het or^nf 
In purer skies thy radiance beaniftf 
Thy lyre employed on nobler tfaefnes. 
Before th' eternal throne: 
Yet, spirit dear. 
Forgive the tear. 
Which those must shed, who're dooin^d to filAger here. 



Although a stranger, I 
In friendship's train would weep: 
Lost to the world, alasf so young. 
And must thy lyre, in silence hung. 
On the dark cypress ^eepl 
The poet, all 
Their Itiend nJSay call; 
And^ ]!9'ature's self attends his funerals 



Altho' wkh fcthU i^tig 
Thy ftgfe I ^6iifd ptirsu*6, 
With quicken'd ^eaf, v^ith hiiinbfed |>ride. 
Alike Our object, hopes, and guide. 
One hea(ven alike in view, 
, Tru6,-^it was thine. 
To to\V*i*, to shine; 
But I inay make thy mitcief viitues ioine* 
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If Jesus own my name 
(Though fame pronounced it never) 
Sweet spirit, not with thee alone. 
But all whose absence here I moan. 
Circling with harps the golden throne, 
I shall unite for ever ; 
At death then why ^ 
Tremble or sigh 1 
Oh! who would wish talive, but he who fears to die! 

Dec. 5tb, 1807. JOSH. CONDER. 



SONNET, 

On seeing another, written to Heniy Kirke White, in September 
1803, inserted in his '' Remains by Robert Sonthey.** 

BY ARTHUR OWEN. 

AH ! once again the long-left wires among. 
Truants, the Muse to weave her requiem song ; 
With sterner lore now busied, erst the lay 
jCheer'd my dark morn of manhood, wont to stray 
O^er fancy's fields in quest of musky flower ; 

To me nor fragrant less^ though barr'd from view 
And courtship of the world : hail'd was the hour 

That gave me, dripping fresh with nature's dew. 
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Poor Henr/s buddiog beauties — ^to a clime 
Hapless transplanted, whose exotic ray 
Forc'd their young vigour into transient day. 
And drained the stalk that rear'd them ! and shall time 
Trample these orphan blossoms! — No ! they breathe 
Still lovelier charms — for Southey culls the wreath ! 

Oxford; Dec. 17, 1807. 



SONNET 

IN MEMORY OF MR. H. K. WHITE. 

•* TIS now the dead of night," and I will go 
To wher^ the brook soft-murmuring glides along. 
In the still wood; yet does the plaintive song 

Of Philomela through 'the welkin flow; 

And while pale Cynthia carelessly doth throw 
Her dewy beams the verdant boughs among. 
Will sit beneath some spreading oak tree strong. 

And intermingle with the streams my woe ; 

Hush'd in deep silence every gentle bi'eeze ; 
No mortal breath disturbs the awful gloom ; 

Cold, chilling dew-drops trickle down thje trees. 
And every flower withholds its rich perfume : 

'Tis sorrow leads me to that sacred ground 

Where Henry moulders iu st. sleep profound ! 

J.G. 
u 3 
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REFLECTIONg, 
aa reading the Life g£ the late Henry Kirke White. 

BY WILLrAM HOLLOWAY, 

Author of " The Peasanfa FateJ' 

DARLING of seienea and the muse. 
How shall a son of song refuse 

To shed a tear for thee I 
To us, so soon, for ever lost. 
What hopes, w^s^t prospects have been crossed. 

By Heaven's supreme decree 1 

I^ow coi}ld a pare nt, love beguil'd. 
In life's f4ii: prime resiga a child. 

So duteous, good, and kind.1 
The warblers of the soothing strain. 
Must string the elegiac lyre in vaia 

To aoi^e the wounded niind I 

Yet Fancy, hov'ring round the ton^ 
Half envies^ while she mourns thy doom, 

Des^r poet, saint and sage ! 
Who into one short spaa, at best^ . 
The wisdom of an age comprest, 

A pati iafch' dei^gthen'dr age I 



To him a genius sanctified. 
And purg'd from literary pride, 

A sacred boon t was giv'n : 
Chaste, jas the psalmist's harp, his lyr« 
Celestial raptures could inspire 

And lift the soul to Heav'n. 

Twas not the laurel earth bestows : 
^Twas not the praise from man that flows^ 

With classic toil he sought : 
He sought the crown that martyrs wear^ 
When rescued from a world of care; 

Their spirit too he caught 

Here come, ye thoughtless, vain, and gay. 
Who idly range in Folly's way. 

And learn the worth of time : > 

Learn ye, whose days have run to waste^ 
How to redeem this pearl, at hst^ 

Atoning for your crime. 

This flow'r, that droop'd in one cold clime, 
Tran^lanted from the soil of time 

To immortality. 
In full perfection there shall bloom. 
And those, who now lament his doom. 

Must bow to God's decree. 

LondoD; 27th Feb. 1808. 
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OK ItEADIKG THE PO£Bf OK SOLCTUDE, 

In the second Volume of H. K. White's « RenuHos.* 

BUT art thou thus indeed '' alone T 
Quite unbefriended — all unknown 1 
And hast thou then his name forgot^ 
Who iforni'd thy frame and fix'd thy lott 

Is not l^is voice in evening's gale 1 
Beams not i¥ith hhn the ** star'' so pale 1 
There's not a leaf can fade and die 
Unnotic'd by his watchful eye. 

Each fluttering hope — each anxious fear — 
Each lonely sigh — each silent tear — 
To thin« Afanighty Friend are known ; 
Aiid sayest thou, thou art ** all alone V* 

J. a 
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ON THE PEATH OF HENRY KIRKE WHTIE. 

TOO, too prophetic did thy wild note swell. 

Impassioned minstrel ! when its pitying wail 
Sigh'd o'er the vernal primrose as it fell 

Untimely, withered by the northern gale*. 
Thou wert tiiat flower of promise and of prime ! 

Whose opening bloom mid many an adverse blast 
Charm'd the lone wanderer through this desart clime. 

But charm'd him with a rapture soon o'ercast. 
To see thee langubh into quick decay. 

Yet was not thy departing immature : 
For ripe in virtue thou wert reft away. 

And pure in spirit, as the blest are pure ; 
Ture as the dew-drop, freed from earthly leaven. 
That sparkles, is exhaled, and blends with heaven f ! 

T.PARK. 



* 8e^ Clifton Grove, p. 16, ed. 1803. 

t Young, I think, says of Philander, ^* he sparkled, was exhaled, 
and went to Heaven," 



POEMS, 

WRITTEN BEFORE THE* PUBLICATION OP 

CLIFTON GROVE. 
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POEMS. 



CHILDHOOD 

A POEM. 



This is one of Henry's earliest productions, and appears, by the 
band-writing, to have been wHtten wlien he wal between four- 
teen and fifteen. The jncture of the schoohnistrest is fj^om 
nature. 



PART I. 



PiCTUR'D in memory's mellowing glass, how sweet 

Our infant days, our infant joys, td greet ; 

To roam in fancv in each cherish*d scene. 

The village chutch-yard and the village green. 

The woodland walk remote, the greenwood glade, 5 

The mossy-seafc beneath the hawthorn's shade. 

The white-wash'd cottage, where the woodbine grew. 

And all the favourite haunts our childhood knew ! 

How sweet, while all the evil shuns the gaze. 

To view the unclouded skies of former days ! 10 

Beloved ao:e of innocence and smiles, : 

When each winged hour some new delight beguiles. 
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When the gay heart to life's sweet day«q>riiig true. 

Still finds some insect pleasure to pursue. . 

Blest Childhood, Haiti— Thee simply will I sing, 15 

And from myself the artless picture bring ; 

These long lost scenes to me the past restore. 

Each humble friend, each pleasure^ now no more. 

And ev'ry stump &miliar to my sight. 

Recalls some fond idea of delight. 20 

This shrubby knoll was once my favourite seat ; 
Here did I love at evening to retreat. 
And muse alone, till in the vank 6f nigfa^ 
' Hesper aspiring, shewed his golden light. 
Here once again, remote from human noise, 25 

I sit me down to think of former joys ; 
Pause on each scene, each treasur'd scene, once more. 
And once again each infant walk explore. 
WMle as each grove and lawn I recognize. 
My melted soul suffuses in ray eyes. 50 

And oh, thou Power, whose myriad trains resort 

To distant scenes, and picture theiii to thonght i 

Whose mirror held unto the moiimer's eye, 

Flii^ to his soul a borrowed glemn of joy ^ 

Blest Memory, guide with finger nicely trae, 55 

Back to my youth my retrospective view; 

Recal with, faithful vigour to my mind. 

Each face familiar, each relation kind ; 

And ail the finer traits of them afford. 

Whose general outline in my heart is stor'd. 40 



SOS 

In yonder cot, aloi^; whose moulderkig walk. 

In many a fold the mantling woodbine fiidby 

The village matron kept her little school. 

Gentle of heart, yet knowing well to rule ; 

Staid was the dame, and modest was her mien, 4^ 

Her garb was coarse, yet whole, and nicely clean : 

Her neatly-border'd cap, as lily fair. 

Beneath her chin .was pinn'd with decent care. 

And pendant ruffles, of the whitest lawn. 

Of ancient make, her elbows did adorn. 50 

Famt with old age, and dim wei« grown her eyes» 

A pair of spectacles their want supplies; 

These does she guard secure, in leathern case. 

From thoughtless wights, in some unweeted place. 

Here first I entered, tho' with toil and pain, S^S 

The low vestibule oC learning's fane : 

Entered with pain, yet soon I found the way, 

Tho' sometimes toilsome, many a sweet display. 

Much did I grieve, on that iU-fated mom. 

When I was first to school reluctant borne ; 60 

Severe I thought the dame, tho' oft she tiyd 

To soothe itny swelling spirits when I sigh'd ; 

And oft, when harshly she reprov'd, I wept. 

To my lone corner broken-hearted crept. 

And thought of tender home, where anger never kejpt 6$ 

But soon enur'd to alphabetic toils. 
Alert I met the dame with jocund smites ; 
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First at the form, my task for ever true, . 

A little favourite rapidly I grew; 

And oft she stroked my head with fond delight, 7^ 

Held me a pattern to the dunce's sight ; 

And as she gave my diligence its praise, 

Talk'd of the honours of my future da^s. 

Oh, had the venierable matron thought. 

Of all the ills by talent often brought ; 75 

Could she have seen me when revolving years 

Had brought me deeper in the vale of tears. 

Then had she wept, and wish'd my wayvrard fate 

Had been a lowlier, an unlettered stiate ; 

Wish'd th^t remote from vinorldly woes and strife^ Sd 

Unknown, unheard, I might have pass'd thro' life, 

"Where in the busy scene, by peace unblest. 

Shall the poor wanderer find a place of rest? 

A lonely mariner on the stormy main. 

Without a hope, the calms of peace to gain ; Si 

Long toss'd by tempests o'er the world's wide shore^ 

When shall his spirit rest, to toil no more? 

Not till the light foam of the sea shall lave. 

The sandy surface of his unwept grave. 

Childhood, to thee I turn, from life's alarms, gO 

Serenest season of perpetual calms, — 

Turn with delight, and bid the passions cease. 

And joy to think with thee I tasted peace. 

Sweet reign of innocence, when no crime defiles, 

But each new object brings attendant smiles ; S^ 
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When future evils never haunt the sight. 
But all is pregnant with uumixt delight ; 
To thee I turn, from riot and from noise. 
Turn to partake of more congenial joys. 

'Neath yonder elm, that stands upon the moor, 100 

When the clock spoke the hour of labour o'er. 

What clamourous throngs, what happy groupes were seen» 

In various postures scattering o'er the green. 

Some shoot the marble, others join the chace 

Of self-made stag, or run the emulous race ; 105 

While others, seated on the dappled grass. 

With doleful tales the light-wing'd minutes pass. 

Well I remember, how with gesture starch'd, 

A band of soldiers,' oft with pride we march'd, 

For banners, to a tall ash we did bind 110 

Our handkerchiefs, flapping to the whistling wind ; 

And for our warlike arm$ we sought the mead. 

And guns and spears we made of brittle reed ; 

Then, in uncouth array, our feats to crown. 

We stormed some ruin'd pig-atye for a town« 115 

Pleas'd with our gs^ disports, the dame was wont 

To set her wheel before the cottage front. 

And o'er her spectacles would often peer. 

To view our gambols, and our boyish geer. 

Still as she looked her wheel kept turning round, 130 

With its belov'd monotony of sound. , 

When tir'd with play, we'd set us by her side, 

(For out of school she never knew to chide) — 

VOL. I. X 
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And wonder at her skill — well known to fiime — 

For who could match in spinning with the dame? 125 

Her sheets, her linen, which she shewM with pride. 

To strangers, still her thriftness testified ; 

Tho' we poor wights did wonder much in troth. 

How 'twas her spinning manufactured cloth. 

Ofl would we leave, tho' well belov'd, our play, 130 

To chat at home the vacant hour away. 

Many's the time I've scamper'd down the glade. 

To ask the promis'd ditty from the maid. 

Which well she lov'd, as well she knew to sing, 

While we around her form'd a little ring: 135 

She told of innocence fore-doom'd to bleed. 

Of wicked guardians bent on bloody deed. 

Or little children murder'd as they slept ; 

While at each pauil we wrung our hands and wept. 

Sad was such tale, and wonder nmch did we, 140 

Such hearts of stone there in the world coUld be. 

Poor simple wights, ah ! little did we ween. 

The ills that wait on man in life's sad scene! 

Ah, little thought that we ourselves should know. 

This world's a world of weeping, and of woe I 1 45 

Beloved moment! then 'twas first I caught 

The first foundation of romantic thought. 

Then first I shed bold fancy's thrilling tear, 

Then first that poesy charm'd mine infant ear. 

Soon stor'd with much of legendary lore, 150 

The sports of Childhood charm'd my soul no more. 
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Flar from the scene of gaiety and noise» 

Far> far from turbulent and empty joys, 

I hied me to the thick o'er-arching shade. 

And there, on mossy carpet listless laid, 155 

While at my feet the rippling runnel ran. 

The days of wild romance antique I'd scan ; 

Soar on the wings of fancy thro* the air. 

To realms of light, and pierce the radiance there. 159 



PART IL 

THERE are, who think that Childbibd does not share 
With age the cup, the bitter cup of care ; 
Alas ! they know not this unhappy truth. 
That every age, and rank, is bom to ruth. 

From the first dawn of reason in the mind, 5 

^ Man is foredoom'd the thorns of grief to find ; 
. At every step has further cause to know. 
The draught of pleasure still is dash'd with woe. 

Yet in the youthftil breast, for ever caught 
With some new object for romantic thought, 10 

The impression of the moment quickly flies. 
And with the morrow every sorrow dies. 

X 2 
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How different mauhood ! — then does Thought's control 

Sink every pang still deeper in the soul ; 

Then keen afBiction's sad unceasing smart, 15 

'Becomes a painful resident in the heart ; 

And care, whom not the gayest can out-brave. 

Pursues its feeble victim to the grave. 

Then, as each long-known friend is summoned hence. 

We feel a void no joy can recompence, 20 

And as we weep o'er every new-made tomb. 

Wish that ourselves the next may meet our doom. 

Yes, Childhood, thee no rankling woes pursue. 
No forms of future ill salute thy view. 
No pangs repentant bid thee wake to weep, 25 

But Halcyon peace protects thy downy sleep. 
And sanguine hope thro^ every storm of life, 
. Shoots her bright beams, and calms the internal strife. 
Yet even round childhood's heart, a thoughtless shrine. 
Affection's little thread will ever twine ; 30 

And tho' but frail may seem each tender tie. 
The soul foregoes them but with many a sigh. 
Thus, when the long-expected moment came. 
When forced to leave the gentle-hearted d^me. 
Reluctant throbbings rose within my breast, 55 

And a still tear my silent grief expressed. 

When to the public school compelled to go. 

What novel scenes did on my senses flow ? 

There in each breast each active power dilates^ 

Which ^broils whole nations, and convulses states; 46 
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There reigns by turns alternate, love and liate^ 

Ambition burns, and factious rebels prate ; 

And in a smaller range, a smaller sphere^ 

The dark deformities of man appear. 

Yet there the gentler virtues kindred claim« 4B 

There friendship lights her pure untainted flame« 

There mild benevolence delights to dwell. 

And sweet contentment rests without her cell ; 

And there, 'mid many a stormy soul, we find 

The good of heart, the intelligent of mind. 50 

'Twas there. Oh George ! with thee I leam'd to join 
In friendship's bands — in amity divine. 
Oh, mournful thought! — Where is thy spirit now? 
As here I sit on fav'rite Logar's brow. 
And trace below each well-rememb^r'd glade, 55 

Where, arm in arm, erewhile with thee 1 stray 'd. 
Where art thou 'laid — on what untrodden shore. 
Where nought is heard save ocean's sullen roar ; 
Dost thou in lowly, unlamented state. 
At last repose from all the storms of fate? 60 

Methinks I see thee struggling with the wave. 
Without one aiding band stretch'd out to save ; 
See thee convuls'd, thy looks to Heaven bend. 
And send thy parting sigh unto thy friend. 
Or where immeasurable wilds dismay, 65 

Forlorn and sad thou bend'st thy weary way, 
While sorrow and disease, with anguish rife. 
Consume apace the ebbuig springs of life. 

x3 
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Again 1 see his door against thee shut. 

The unfeeUng native turn thee from hb hut : 70 

I see thee speqt with toil, and worn with grief. 

Sit on the grass, and wish the long'd relief; 

Then lie thee down, the stormy struggle o'er. 

Think on thy native land — and rise no more ! 

Oh that thou could^st from thine august abode, 7S 

Survey thy friend in life's dismaying road. 

That thou could'st see him at this moment here. 

Embalm thy memory with a pious tear. 

And hover o'er him as he gazes round, 

Where all the scenes of in&nt joys surround. 80 

Yes ! yes ! his spirit's near! — ^The whispering breeze 

Conveys his voice sad sighing on the trees ; 

And lo ! his form transparent I perceive. 

Borne on the grey mist of the sullen eve. 

He hovers near, clad in the night's dim robe, 85 

While deathly silence reigns upon the globe. 

Yet ah ! whence comes this visionary scene? 

TTis fancy's wild aerial dream I ween ; 

By her inspir'd, when reason takes its flight. 

What fond illusions beam upon the sight ! ^ 

She waves her hand; and lo! what forms appear! 

What magic sounds salute the wondering ear ! 

Once more o'er distant regions do we tread. 

And the cold grave yields up its cherish'd dead ; 
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While present sorrows banished far away, 95 

Unclouded azure gilds the placid day. 

Or in the future's cloud^encircled face. 

Fair scenes of bliss to come we fondly trace, 

And draw minutely ev'ry little wile. 

Which shall the feathery hours of time beguile. 100 

So when forlorn, and lonesome at her gate. 

The Royal Mary sglitary sate. 

And viewed the moon-beam trembling on tlie wave« 

And fieard the hollow surge her prison lave. 

Towards France's distant coast she befit her sight, 105 

.For there her soul had wing'd its longing flight; 

There did she form full many a scheme of joy. 

Visions of bliss unclouded with alloy, 

Which bright thro* liope's deceitful optics beam'd, 

And all became the surety which it seem'd; 110 

She wept, yet felt, while all within was calni> 

In ev'ry tear a melancholy charm. 

To yonder hill, whose sides, deform'd and steep. 

Just yield a scanty sustenance to the sheep. 

With thee, my friend, I oftentimes have sped, 115 

To see the sun rise from his healthy bed; 

To watch the aspect of the summer morn. 

Smiling upon the golden fields of com. 

And taste, delighted of superior joys. 

Beheld thro' sympathy's enchanted eyes: H^ 

With silent admiration oft we view'd 

The myriad hues o'er heav'n's blue concave streVd 

X4 
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The fleecy clouds, of ev^ry tint and shade. 

Round which the silvery sun-beam glancing play'd. 

And the round orb itself, in azure throne, 125 

Just peeping o'er the blue hill's ridgy zone;. 

We mark'd, delighted, how with aspect gay. 

Reviving nature hail'd returning day; 

Marked how the flowerets rear*d their drooping heads. 

And the wild lambkins bounded o'er the meads, 130 

While from each tree, in tones of sweet delight. 

The birds sung paeans to the source of light: 

Oft have we watch'd the speckled lark adse. 

Leave his grass bed, and soar to kindred skies. 

And rise, and rise, 'till the pain'd sight no more 135 

Could trace him in his high aerial tour; 

Tho' on the ear, at intervals, his song 

Came wafted slow the wavy breeze along, 

And we have thought how happy were our lot, 

Bless'd with some sweet, some solitary cot, 140 

Where, from the peep of day till russet Eve, 

Began in every dell her forms to weave, 

We might pursue our sports from day to day. 

And in each others arms wear life away. 

At sultry noon too, when our toils were done, 145 

We to the gloomy glen were wont to run. 

There on the turf we lay, while at our feet 

The cooling rivulet rippled softly sweet; 

And mus'd on holy theme, and antient lore. 

Of deeds, and days, and heroes now no more; 150 

Heard, as his solemn harp Isaiah swept. 

Sung woe unto the wicked land — and wept. 
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Or fancy led — saw Jeremiah mouro^ 

In solemn sorrow o'er Judea's urn. 

Then to another shore perhaps would rove, 155 

With Plato talk in his Ilyssian grove; 

Or wand'ring where the Thespian palace rose. 

Weep once again o'er fair Jocasta's woes. 

Sweet then to us was that romantic band, 

The ancient legends of our native land — l60 

Chivalric Britomart, and Una fair. 

And courteous Constance, doom'd to dark despair. 

By turns our thought^ engag'd ; and oft we talk'd 

Of times when monarch superstition stalk'd. 

And when the blood-fraught galliots of Rome l65 

Brought the grand Druid fabric to its doom; 

While where the wood-hung Meinai's waters flow. 

The hoary harpers pour'd the strain of woe. 

While thus employ'd, to us how sad the bell 

Which summon'd us to school ! — 'Twas fancy's knell, 170 

And sadly sounding on the sjuUen ear, 

it spoke of study pale, and chilling fear. 

Yet even then, (for oh, what chains can bind. 

What powers control, the energies of mind?) 

Even there we soar'd to many a height sublime, 175 

And many a day-dream charm'd the lazy time. 

At evening too, how pleasing was our walk, 
Endear'd by friendship's unrestrained talk. 



314 

When to the upland heights we bent our way« 
To view the last beam of departing day ; 180 

How calm was all around ; no playful breeze 
Sigh'd 'mid the wavy foliage of the trees. 
But all Vas still, save when, with drowsy song. 
The grey-fly wound his sullen horn along; 
And save when, heard in soft, yet merry glee, 185 

The distant church bells' mellow harmony ; 
The silver mirror of the lucid brook, 
That 'mid the tufted broom its still course took ; 
The rugged arch, that clasp'd its silent tides. 
With moss and rank weeds hanging down its sides, 190 
The craggy rock that jutted on the sight. 
The shrieking bat, that took its heavy flight, 
All, all was pregnant with divine delight. 
We lov'd to watch the swallow swimming high, 
In the bright azure of the vaulted sky; 195 

Or gaze upon the clouds, whose colour'd pride 
Was scatter*d thinly o'er the welkin wide, 
. And tinged with such variety of shade, 
To the charm'd soul sublimest thoughts conve/d. 
In these what forms romantic did we trace, 200 

While fancy led us o'er the realms of space; 
Now we espied the thunderer in his car. 
Leading the embattled seraphim to war, 
Then stately towers descried, sublimely high. 
In Gothic grandeur frowning on the sky — 205 

Or saw, wide stretching o'er the azure height, 
A ridge of glaciers iu mural white, 
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Hugely terrific. — Bui those times are o'er, 
Aud the fond scene can charm mine eyes no more; 
For thou art gone and I am left below, 210 

Alone to struggle thro' this world of woe. 

The scene is o'er— ^still seasons onward roll. 

And each revolve conducts me toward the goal; 

Yet all is blank, without one soft relief. 

One endless continuity of grief; 215 

And the tir'd soul now led to thoughts sublime. 

Looks but for rest beyond the bounds of time. 

Toil on, toil on, ye busy crouds, that pant 

For hoards of wealth which ye will never want; 

And lost to all but gain, with ease resign 220 

The calms of peace and happiness divine! 

Far other cares be mine — men little crave, 

in this short journey to the silent grave; 

And the poor peasant, bless'd with peace and health, 

I envy more than Croesus with his wealth. 225 

Yet grieve not I, that fate did not decree 

Paternal acres to await on me; 

She gave me more, she placed within my breast 

A heart with little pleas'd — with little blest: 

I look'd around me, where, oh every side, 230 

Extensive manors spread in wealthy pride; 

And could my sight be borne.to either zone, 

I should not find one foot of land my own. 

But whither do I wander? shall the muse. 

For golden baits, her simple theme refuse: 235 
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Ob no! but while tbe weary spirit greets 

The fading scenes of Childhood's far-gone sweets^ 

It catches all the uifant's wandering tongue, 

And prattles on in desultory song. 

That song must close — the gloomy mists of night 340 

Obscure the pale stars' visionary light. 

And ebon darkness, clad in vapoury wet. 

Steals on the welkin in primaeval jet. 

The song must close. — Once more my adverse lot 
Leads me reluctant from this cherish'd spot; 245 

Again compels to plunge in busy life, 
And brave the hateful turbulence of strife. 

Scenes of my youth — ere my unwilling feet 

Are turned for ever from this lov'd retreat. 

Ere on these fields, with plenty covered o'er, 250 

My eyes are clos'd to ope on them no more. 

Let me ejaculate to feeling due, ' ^ 

One long, one last, affectionate adieu. 

Grant that, if ever Providence should please, 

To give me an old age of peace and ease, 255 

Grant that in these sequestered shades my days 

May wear away in gradual decays: 

And oh, ye spirits, who unbodied play. 

Unseen upon the pinions of the day. 

Kind genii of my native fields benign, 260 

Who were ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ • 



FRAGMENT 



OF AN 



ECCENTRIC DRAMA. 

Written at a very early Age. 



In a little volnme which Henry had copied out, apparently for the 
press, before the publication of Clifton Grove, the song with 
which this fragment commences was inserted, under the title of 
" The Dance of the Consumptives,'' in imitation of Shakespeare, 
taken from an Eccentric Drama, written by H. K. W. when 
very young." The rest was discovered among his loose papert, 
in the first nide draught, having, to all appearance, never been 
transcribed. The song was extracted when he was sixteen, and 
must have been written at Iteast a year before, probably more^ 
by the hand-writing. There is something strikingly wild and 
original in the fragment. 



THE DANCE OF THE CONSUMPTIVES. 

1. 

DING-DONG! ding-dong! 
Merry, merry, go the bells. 

Ding-dong! ding-dong f 
Over the heath, over the moor, and over the dale, 

" Swinging slow with sullen roar," 
Dance, dance away, the jocund roundelay ! 
Ding-dong, ding-dong, calls us away. 
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2. 
Round the oak, and round the clm^ 

Merrily foot it o'er the ground ! 
The sentry ghost it stands aloof. 
So merrily, merrily, foot it round. 
Ding-dong! ding-dong! 
Merry, merry, go the bells. 
Swelling in the nightly gale. 
The sentry ghost. 
It keeps its post. 
And soon, and soon, our sports must fiiill 
But let us trip the nightly ground. 
While the merry, merry, bells ring round. 

3. 
Hark! hark! the death-watch ticks! 
See, see, the winding-sheet! 
Our dance is done. 
Our race is run, ^ 

And we must lie at the alder's feet! 
Ding-dong, ding-dong. 
Merry, merry, go the bells. 
Swinging o'er the weltering wave! 
And we must seek. 
Our death-beds bleak. 
Where the green sod grows upon the grave 
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They vanish — The Goddess of Consumption descendf, 
habited in a sky-blue Robe — Attended by mournfui 
Music. 

Comb, Melancholy, sister mine! 

Cold the dews, and chill the night: 
Come from thy dreary shrine! 
The wan moon climbs the heavenly height. 
And underneath her sickly ray. 
Troops of squalid spectres play. 
And the dying mortals groan. 
Startles the night on her dusky throne. 
Come, come, sister mine! 
Gliding on the pale moonshine: 
We'll ride at ease. 
On the taiiiled breeze. 
And oh ! our sport will be divine. 

The Goddess of Melancholy advances out of a deep Glen 
in the rear, habited in black,- and covered with a 
thick Veil — She speaks. 

Sister, frpm my dark abode, 
Where nests the raven, sits the toad. 
Hither I come, at thy command. 
Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 
I will smooth the way for thee. 
Thou shalt furnish food for me. 
Come, let us speed our way. 
Where th« troops of spectres play. 
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To charnel-houses, church-yards drear. 
Where Death sils with a horrible leer, 
A lasting grin on a throne of bones. 
And skim along the blue tomb-stones. 
Come, let us speed away. 
Lay our snares, and spread pur tether! 
I will smooth the way for thee. 
Thou shalt furnish food for me; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave. 
Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

CONSUMPTION. 

Come, let us speed our way! 
Join our hands, and spread our tether ! 
I will furnish food for thee. 
Thou shalt smooth the way for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave. 
Where youth and beauty sleep together. 

MELANCHOLY. 

Hist, sister, hist! who comes here; 
Oh, I know her by that tear. 
By that blue eye's languid glare. 
By her skin, and by her hair: 

She is mine. 

And she is thine. 
Now thy deadliest draught prepare. 
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CONSUMPTION. 

In the dismal night air drest, 
I will creep into her breast ; 
Flush her cheek, and bleach her skin. 
And feed on the vital fire withb. 
Lover; do not trust her eyes, — 
When tliey sparkle most she dies! 
Mother, do not trust her breath, — 
Comfort she will breathe in death! 
Father, do not strive to save her, — 
She is mine, and I must have her! 
/ The coffin must be her bridal bed; 
The winding-sheet must wrap her head; 
The whispering winds must o'er her sigh. 
For soon in the grave the maid must lie. 

The worm it will riot. 

On heavenly diet. 
When death has deflowered her eye. 

(They vanish. 

While Comsumption speaks Angelina enters* 

ANGELINA. 

With* what a silent and dejected pace 
Dost thou, wan moon ! upon tliy way advance 
In the blue welkin's vault. — Pale wanderer! 
Hast thou too felt the pangs of hopless love, 

* With how sad steps, O Meon ! thou climb'st the ski^, 
How silently, and with how wan a &ce ! 

UR p. 8IDNBY. 
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That thus, with such a melaocholy grace. 
Thou dost pursue xUy soiitary course! 
Has thy Endymion, smooth-fac'd boy, forsook 
Thy widow'd breast — oa which the qM>Uer oft ' 
Has uestled fondly, while the silver clouds 
Fantastic piilow'd thee, and the dim night. 
Obsequious to thy will, eocurtaiii'd rouD4 
With its thick fringe thy couch. — Wan traveller. 
How like thy fate to mine! — Yet I have still 
One heavenly hope remaining, which tbou lack'at. 
My woes will soon tite buried in the grave 
Of kind forgetfulness: — my journey here, 
Tho' it be darkpoaie, joyless, aad forlorn, 
Is yet but short, and soon my weary feel 
Will greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest 
But thou, unhappy Queen ! art doom'd to trace 
Thy lonely walk in the drear realms of night. 
While many a lagging age shall sweep beneath 
The leaden pinions of unshaken time; 
Tho' not a hope shall spread its glittering hue 
To cheat thy steps, along the weary way. 

O that the sum of human happiness 
Should be so trifling, and so frail withal. 
That when possest it is but lessened grief; 
And even then, there's scarce a sudden gust 
That blows across the dismal waste of life. 
But bears it from the view. — O ! who would sfauB 
The hour that cuts from earth, and fear to press 
The calm and peaceful pillows of the grave. 
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And yet endure tibe various ills of life 

And dark vicissitude! — So<m, I hope, I fed. 

And am assured, that I shall lay my head. 

My weary aching head, oil its last rest. 

And on my lowly bed, the grass green sod 

Will flourish sweetly. — And then they wilT weep. 

That one so young, and what the/re pleas'd to call 

So beautiful, should die so sooti. — And tell 

How painful disappointment's canker'd fang 

Withered the rose upon my maiden cheek. 

Ob, foolish ones! why, I shall sleep so sweetly. 

Laid in my darksome grave, that they themselves 

Might envy me my rest! — And as for them. 

Who, on the score of former intimacy. 

May thus remembrance me — they must themselves 

Successive falJ. 

Around the winter fire, 
(When out-a-doors the biting frost congeals. 
And shrill the skater's irons on the pool 
Ring loud, as by the moonlight he petfotwA 
His graceful evolutions:) — ^They not long 
Shall sit and chat of older times, and feats ^ 
Of early youth, but silent, one by que, 
3ball drop* into their shrouds. — Some, in their age. 
Ripe for the sickle; others young, like me. 
And falling green beneath th' untimely stroke. 
Thus, in short time, in the church-yard forlorn. 
Where I shall lie, my friends will lay them dowa 
And dwell with me, a happy family. 
And oh, thou cruel, yet beloved youth, 

Y 2 
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Who DOW hast left me hopeless here to mourn^ 

Do thou but died one tear upou my cone. 

And say that I was gentle, and deserv'd 

A better lover, and I shall forgive 

All, all thy wrongs; — and then do thou forget 

The hapless Margaret, and be as blest 

As wish can make thee — Laugh, and play, and sing. 

With thy dear choice^, and never think of me. 

Tet hist, I hear a st€]>. — In this dark wood — 

• • • • • # . 



TO A FRIEND. 
WRITTEN AT A VERY EARLY AGE. 

IT£ read, my friend, of Diocletian, 

And many another noble Grecian, 

Who wealth and palaces resign'd. 

In cots the joys of peace to find; 

Maximian's meal of turnip tops, 

(Disgusting food to dainty chops) 

Tve also read of, without wonder; 

But such a curst egregious blunder. 

As that a man, of wit and sense. 

Should leave his books to hoard up pence,--^* 

Forsake the lov'd Aonian Maids, 

For all the petty tricks of trades. 
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I never, either now, or long since. 
Have heard of such a piece of nonsense. 
That one who learnings joys hath felt. 
And at the M uses^ altar knelt. 
Should leave a life of sacted leisure. 
To taste the accumulating pleasure; 
And metamorphos'd to an alley duck. 
Grovel in loads of kindred muck. 
Oh! 'tis beyond my comprehension! 
A courtier throwing up hb pension,—^ 
A lawyer working without a fee, — 
A parson giving charity, . 
A truly pious methodist preacher. 
Are not, egad, so out of nature. 
Had nature made thee half a fool. 
But given thee wit to keep a school, 
I had not stared at thy backsliding; 
But when thy wit I can confide in. 
When well I know thy just pretence, 
To solid and exalted sense. 
When well I know that on thy head 
Philosophy her lights hath shed, 
I stand aghast! thy virtues sum to. 
And wonder what this world will come tol 

Yet whence this straunl shall I repine. 
That thou alone dost singly shine 1 
Shall I lament that thou alone 
Of men of parts, hast prudence known? 

Y 3 
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LINES, 
ON RKAI>INO TUB POSMS OF WAfiTOJT, 



Age< fourteen. 



OH9 Wartoo ! to thy soothing shell, 
Stretched isemote io hemiit cell. 
Where the brook runs babbling 'by. 
For ever I couki listening lie: 
And catching all the muses' fire. 
Hold converse with the tuneful quire. 

What pleasing themes tliy page adorn. 
The ruddy streaks of ciieeiful mom! 
The pastoral pipe, the ode sublime. 
And melancholy's mournful chime. 
Each with unwonted graces shines 
In thy ever lovely lines. 

Thy muse deserves the lasting meed; 
Attuning sweet the Dorian reed, 
Kow the love-lorn swain complains. 
And sings his sorrows to the plains; 
Kow the sylvan scenes appear. 
Through all the changes of the year; 
Or the elegiac strain 
Softly sings of mental pain, 
And mournful diapasons sail 
On the jfaintly-dying gale. 
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But, ah! the soothing scene is o'er! 

' On middle flight we cease to soar. 
For now the muse assumes a boidetsw^p^ 
Strikes on the lyric string her sorrows deep^ 

^ In strains unheard before. 
Now, now the rising fire thrills high. 
Now, now to heavVs high realms we fly. 

And every throne explore. 
The soul entranced, on mighty winga. 
With all the p6ef s heat, up springs, \ 

And loses earthly woes; 
Till all alarmed at the giddy height. 
The muse descends oit gentler flight. 

And lulls the wearied soul to soft repose. 



TO THE MUSE, 

Written at the age of fourteen. 

I. 

ILL-FATED maid, iif whose unhappy traia 
Chill poverty and misery are seen. 

Anguish and discontent, the unhappy bane 
Of life, and blackeuer of each brighter scene. 

Why to thy votaries dost thou give to feel 
So keenly all ihe scorns — the jeers of lifel 
Why not endow them to endure the strife 

Witlf apathy's invulnerable steel. 

Or self-conteut and ease, each torturing wound to heal 1 

Y4 
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n. 

Ab! who would taste your self-deluding joys. 
That lure the unwary to a wretched doom? 

That bid fair views and flattering hopes arise. 
Then hurl them headlong to a lasting tomb. 
' What is the charm which leads thy victims on 
To persevere in paths that lead to woel 
What can induce them in that rout to go. 

In which in-numerous before have gone. 

And died in misery, poor and woe-begone. 

III. 

Yet can I ask what charms in thee are found? 
I who have drank from thine etherial rill. 

And tasted all the pleasures that abound 
Upon Parnassus', lov'd Aonian hill? 

I, thro' whose soul the muses' strains aye thrill ! 
Oh ! I do feel the spell with which Tm tied ; 

And tho' our annals fearful stories tell. 
How Savage languish'd, and how Otway died. 
Yet must I persevere let wbate'er will betide. 
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SONG. 



Written at the mgt of fonrteen. 



L 
SOFTLY, softly, blow ye breezes. 

Gently o'er my Edwy fly ! 
Lo ! be slumbers^ slumbers sweetly, 
Softly zephyrs pass him by ! 
My love is asleep. 
He lies by the deep. 
All along where the s^lt waves sigh, 

II. 
I have cover'd him with rushes. 
Water- flags and branches dry; 
Edwy long have been thy slumbers, 
Edwy, Edwy, ope thine eye ! 
My love is asleep. 
He lies by the deep. 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 
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III. 

Still he sleeps; he will not waken, , 

Fastly do^d is bis eye; 
Paler is his cheeky and chiller 
Than the icy moon on high* 
Alas! he is dead» 
He has chose his death-bed. 
All along wh^re the salt waves sigh* 

IV. 

. Is it, is it so my Edwyl 

Will thy slumbers never flyl 
Could^st thou think I would survive thee? 
No, my love, thou bid'st me die. 
Thou bid'st me seek. 
Thy death-bed bleak. 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 

V. 

I will gently kiss thy cold lips. 

On thy breast I'll lay my head. 
And the winds, shall sing our death-dirge. 
And our shroud the waters spread ; 
The moon will smile sweet. 
And the wild wave will beat. 
Oh! so softly o'er our lonely bed. 



I 
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THE WANDERING BOY. 



▲ SON^> 



I. 

WHEN the winter wind whistles along the wild moor, 
And-^the cottajner shuts on the beggar his door; 
When the chilling tear stands iu my comfortless eye. 
Oh how hard is the lot of the wandering boy. 

11. 

The winter is cold, and I have no vest. 
And my heart it is cold as it beats in my breast; 
No father, no mother, no kindred have I, 
For I am a parentless wandering boy. 

III. 
Yet I had a home, and I once had aisire,/ 
A mother, wh) granted each infant desire; 
Our cottage it stood in a wood-embower'd vale. 
Where the ring-dove would warble its sorrowful talc. 

But my father and mother were summon'd away. 
And they left me to hard-hearted strangers a prey; 
I fled from their rigour with many a sigh. 
And now I'm a poor little wandering boy. 
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The wind it is keen, and the snow loads the gale. 
And no one will list to my innocent tale, 
I'll go to the grave, where my parents both lie. 
And death shall befriend the poor wandering boy. 



FRAGMENT. 



-THE western gale. 



Mild as the kisses of connubial love. 

Plays round my languid limbs, as all dissolf'd. 

Beneath the ancient elm's fantastic shade 

I lie, exhausted with the noon-tide heat; 

While rippling o'er its deep-worn pebble bed. 

The rapid rivulet rushes at my feet. 

Dispensing coolness. — On the fringed marge 

Full many a flow'ret rears its head, — or pink. 

Or gaudy daffodil. — ^Tis here, at noon. 

The buskin'd wood-nymphs from the heat retire. 

And lave them in the fountain ; here, secure 

From Pan, or savage satyr, they disport. 

Or stretch'd supinely on the velvet-turf, 

Lull'd by the laden bee, or sultry fly. 

Invoke the God of slumber. ♦ * ♦ 
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And hark, how merrily, from distant towV» 
Ring round the village bells, now on the gale 
They rise with gradual swells distinct and loud» 
Anon they die upon the pensive ear. 
Melting in faintest music. — They bespeak 
A day of jubilee, and ofl they bear 
Coniraixt along the unfrequented shore. 
The sound of village dance and tabor loud. 
Startling the musing ear of solitude. 

I 
Such is the jocund wake of Wbifsuntide, 

When happy superstition, gabbling eld ; 
Holds her unhurtful gambols — all the day 
The rustic revellers ply the mazy dance. 
On the smooth shaven green^ and then at eve 
Commence the harmless rites and auguries ; 
And many a tale of ancient days goes round. 
They tell of wizard seer, whole potent spells 
Could hold in dreadful thrall the labouring moon. 
Or draw the fix*d stars from their eminence. 
And still th« midnight tempest. — ^l^hen anon. 
Tell of unchamerd spectres, seen to glide 
Along the lone woods' unfrequented path. 
Startling the nighted traveller ; while the sound 
Of undislinguish'd murmurs, heard to come 
From the dark centre of the deepening gkn. 
Struck on his frozen ear. 

Oh, Ignorance, 
Thou art fall'n man's best friend! With thee he speeds 
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In frigid apathy along fais wa^^^ 

And nerer does the tear of agony 

Burn down his 'scorching cheek : or the keen steel 

Of wounded feeling penetrate his breast. 

E'en now as leaningjDn this fragrant bank^ 

I taste of all the keener happiness, 

IVhich sense refin'd atfords, — Ev'n now my heart 

Would fain induce me to fors£lke the worki. 

Throw off these garments, and in shepherd's weeds^ 

With a small flock, and short suspended reed. 

To sojourn in the woodland. — ^Then my thought ' 

Draws such gay pictures of ideal bliss. 

That I could almost err in reason's spite. 

And trespass on my judgment. 

Such is life : 
The distant prospect always seems more fair, 
And when attain'd another still succeeds, 
Far fairer than before, — ^yet compass'd round 
With the same dangers, and the same dbma^k 
And we poor pilgrims in this dreary maze. 
Still discontented, chase the fairy form 
Of unsubstantial happiness, to find 
When life itself is sinking in the strife, 
nris but an airy bubble and a cheat. 
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CANZONET. 

1- 
MAIDEN ! wrap thy mantle round thee. 

Cold the rain beats on thy breast: 
Why should horror's voice astound thee 1 
Death can bid the wretched rest ! 
Alf under the tree. 
Thy bed may be. 
And thou mayst slumber peaceiblly* 

Maiden ! once gay pleasure knew thee ; 

Now thy cheeks are pale and deep : 
Love has been a felon to thee ; 
Yet, poor tnaiden, do not weep : 
There's rest for thee. 
All under the tree. 
Where thou wilt sleep most peacefully* 



COMMENCEMENT OF A POEM 

ON DESPAIR. 

SOME to Aonian lyre§ of silver sound 
With winning elegance attune their song. 
Formed to sink lightly on the soothed sense. 
And charm the soul \\ith softest harmony ; 



w 

I • 

TO THE WIND. 

AT lilDMIOUT. 

Not unfamilmr to joine ear^: 
Blasts of the nigbt \ ye Jiowl as now 
My ihudd'riog.casemeat kHid 
With fitful force ye beat* 

Mine ear has dwelt in silent awe. 
The howling sweep, the sudden ztisb ; 
And when the passing gale 
Pour'd deep the hollow dirge. 



THE EVE OF DEATH. 
IRREGULAR. 



i • I- 

I SILENCE of Death— portentous calm, 

> Those airy forms that yonder Ay, 

j Denote that your void foreruns a storm, 

i That tlie hour of fate is nigh. 

I see, I see, on the dim mist borne. 

The Spirit of battles rear his craA ! 
I see, I se<^, that, ere the mom. 

His spear iviil forsake its hated rest, 
And the widow'd wife of Larrendili will beat her naked 
breast. 
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i 

Dare not I woo the maids of h^rmooy. 
Who love to sit and catdi the soothirfg sound 
Of lyre J^olian, or 1the martial bugle. 
Calling the hero to the field of glory. 
And firing them with deeds of high emprise 
And warlike triumph : but from scenes like 'mint 
Shrink they affrighted, and detest the bard 
Who dares to sound the hollow tones of horror^ 

' Hence then, soft maids, 

And woo the silken zephyr in the bowers 
By Heliconia's sleep^inviting stream ; 
For aid like yours I se^ not ; 'tis for powen 
Of darker hue to inspire a verse like mine ! 
^b woik for wizards^ sorcerers, and fiends ! 

Hither, ye furious imps of Acherop, 
Nurslings of hell, and beings shunning light. 
And all the myriads of Ihevbummg poncave ; 
Souls of the damned, — Hither, oh ! come and joiii 
Th' infernal chorus. Tis Despair I sing ! 
He» whose sole tooth inflicts a deadlier pang. 
Than all your tortures join'd^ Sing, sing Diespaijrt 
Repeat the sound, and celdi^rate his pow^r; 
Unite shouts, screams, and agoniang shrieks. 
Till the loud paean ring thro' hdl's high vault. 
And the remotest spirits of the deep 
Leap from the la)(e, and jom the dreadAil sonj[. 
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to THE VIND. 

y i .y i .■ 

AT MfDMIGHT. ' 

Not unfamiliar tp mine ear^ , 

Blasts of the nigbt I ye hoVvl las no» 

Myi ihudd'riogiicasemieatlQitd ' 

With fitful force ye b^^ M 

^ - • a. 

Mine ear ha^ dwelt in sileiit awe,: : 
The howling sweep, the stidilen xttsh ; ' 
And when the passing gale 
rPour'd /d/^ thje hpliow dii^. 
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THE EVE OF DEATBL 
IRBEOULAft. 

SILENCE ef Death— poTtentom calffl/ 

Those airy forms that yonder fly. 
Denote that your void foreruns a storm. 

That the hour of fate is m^. 
I see, I see, on the dim mist borne. 

The Spirit of battles rear his craA ! 
I see, I see, that, ere the mom. 

His spear will forsake its hated rest, 
And the widow'd wife of Larrendill will beat her naked 

breast. 
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. If. 

O'er the smooth bosom of the sullen deep. 

No softly-ruffling zephyrs fly ; . 
But nature sleeps a deathless sl^ep^ 

For the hour of battle is nigh. 
Not a loose leaf waves on the dusky oak^ 

But a creeping stillness reigns around ; 
Except when the r^ven, with omipoi^s crpak^ 

On the eai; dods unwelconie]y.sound. 
I know, I know, what this silence means^ 

« 

I know what the raven saith* — 
3trike, oh ye bards! the nielancholy harp, 
For this is the eve of death. 

III. 
Behold, how aloi^ the twilight air 

The shades of our fathers glide ! 
There Morven fled, with the blood-drench'd hair^ 

And Colma with grey side. 
No gale around its coolness flings. 

Yet sadly sigh the gloomy trees ; 
And hark, how the harp's unvisited strijngs 

Sound sweet, ?a if sWept by a whisperiqg breeiEe! 
Tis done ! the suA he has set in blood I 

He will never set more to the brave ; 
Let us pour to the hero the dirge of death-^ 

For to-morrow he hies to the grave^ 
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THANATOS. 

OH ! who would cherish life. 
And cliog unto this heavy clog of clay. 

Love this rude world of strife. 
Where glooms and tempests cloud the fairest day ; 
And where, 'neath outward smiles 

Concealed, the snake lies feeding on its prey. 

Where pit-falls lie in ev'ry flowery way. 
And syrens lure the wanderer to their wiles ! 
Hateful it is to me, 
Its riotous railings and revengeful strife ; 

Fm tir'd with all ib screams and brutal shouts 
Dinning the ear ; — away — ^way with life ! 

And welcome, oh ! thou silent maid. 

Who, in some foggy vault, art laid ; 

Where never day-light's dazzling ray 

Comes to dbturb thy dismal sway ; 

And there amid unwholesome damps dost sleep. 

In such forgetful slumbers deep. 

That all thy senses stupified. 

Are ta marble petrified. . 

Sleepy Death I welcome thee 1 

Sweet are thy calms to misery. 

Poppies I will ask no more. 

Nor the fatal Hellebore ; 

Death is the best, the only cure, 

-His are slumbers ever sure. 

Lay me in the Gothic toipj;), 

lu whose solemn fretted glqom. 
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I may lie in moulderiog state. 

With ail the grandeur of the greats 

Over me, magnificent. 

Carve a stately monument ; 

Then thereon my statue lay. 

With hands in attitude to pray. 

And angels serve to hold my head. 

Weeping o'er the father dead. 

Duly too at close of day. 

Let the pealing organ play ; 

And while the harmonious thunders roll, 

Cbaunt a vesper to my soul : 

Thus how sweet my sleep will be. 

Shut out from thoughtful misery ! 



ATHANATOS. 



AWAY with death — away 
With all her sluggish sleeps and chilling damps. 

Impervious to the day ; 
Where nature sinks into inanity. 
How can the soul desire. 
Such hateful nothingness to crave ; 

And yield with joy the vital fire 
To moulder in the grave I 

Yet mortal life is sad. 
Eternal storms molest its sullcsn sky ; 

And sorrows ever rife 
Drain the sacred fountain dry^ — 
Away with mortal life ! 

Z3 



Bttt, hsLii the calm reality. 

The seraph Immortsdity ! 

Hail the heavenly bowers of peace. 

Where all the storms of passioa eease^ 

Wild life's dismaying struggle o'er. 

The wearied spirit weeps no more ; 

But wears the eternal smile of joy. 

Tasting bliss without allpy^ 

Welcome, welcome, h9q[>py bowers. 

Where no passing tempest lowem i 

But the azure heavens display 

The everlasting smile of day ; 

Where the choral seraph choir. 

Strike to praise the harmonious lyre ; 

And the spirit sinks to ease, 

Lull'd by distant symphonies. 

Oh ! to think of meeting there 

The friends, whose graves received our tear. 

The daughter lov'd, the wife ador'd. 

To our widow'd arms reslor'd ; 

And all the joys which death did sever. 

Given to us again for ever ! 

Who would cling to wretched iife. 

And hug the poison'd thorn of strife ; 

Who would not long from earth to fly, 

A sluggish senseless lump to lie : 

When the glorious prospect lies. 

Full before his raptured eye». 
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^ MUSIC, 

Written between the ages of fourteen aiid fifteen, with a few 
subsequent verbal alterations. 

MUSIC, all powerful o'er the human miod. 
Can still each mental storm, eacli tumult cakn^ 

Soothe anxious care on sleepless couch reclin'd. 
And e'en fierce anger's furious rage disarm. 

At her command the various passions lie. 
She stirs to battle, or she lulls to peace. 

Melts the charm'd soul to thriUing ecstasy. 

And bids the jarring world s harsh clangour cease« 

Her martial sounds can fainting troops inspire 
With strength unwonted, and enthusiasm raise. 

Infuse new ardour, aqd with youthful fire. 
Urge on the warrior grey with length of days. 

» 

Far better she when with her soothing lyre. 

She charms tlie faulchion from the savage grasps 

And melting into pity vengeful ire. 

Looses the bloody breast-plate's iron clasp. 

With her in pensive mood I long to roam. 
At midnight's hour, or evening's calm decline. 

And thoughtful o*er the falling streamlet's fokm. 
In calm seclusion's hermtt walks recline. 
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Whilst mellow sounds from distant copse arise. 
Of softest flute or reeds harmonic join'd. 

With rapture thrill'd each worldly passion dies. 
And pleas'd attention claims the passive mind. 

Soft through the dell the dying strains retire, ^ 

Then burst majestic in the varied swell; 
Now breathe melodious as the Grecian lyre. 

Or on the ear in sinking cadence dwell. 

Romantic sounds! such is the bliss ye give. 
That heaven's bright scenes seem bursting on the soul. 

With joy I'd yield each sensual wbh, to live 
For ever 'neath your undefil'd controul. 

Oh surely melody from heaven was sent. 
To cheer the soul when tir'd with human strife. 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent. 
And soften down the rugged road of life. 
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ODE 



TO THE HARVEST MOON, 



•Cum rait imbriferam ver: 



Spicea jam campU cnm messis inboiruit, et com 
Framenta in viridi stipnla lactentim turgent: 

CiiDCta tibi Cererem pubes agrestis adoret. 

Virgil. 

MOON of Harvest, herald mild. 
Of plenty, rustic labour's child. 
Hail! oh bail! I greet thy beam. 
As soft it trembles o'er the stream. 
And gilds the straw-lbatch'd hamlet wide. 
Where innocence and peace reside; 
Tb thou that glad'st with joy the riistic throng, 
Promptest the tripping dance, th' exhilarating song. 

Moon of Harvest, I do lovt. 

O'er the uplands now to rove. 

While thy modest ray serene. 

Gilds the wide surrounding scene; 

And to watch thee riding high. 

In the blue vault of the sky. 
Where no thin vapour intercepts thy ray. 
But in unclouded miyesty thou walkest on^hy way. 
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Pleasing 'tis, ob, modest moon! 
Now the uight is at her noon, 
'Neath thy sway to musing lie. 
While around the zephyrs sigh. 
Fanning soft the sun tann'd wheat, 
Ripen'd by the summer's heat; 
picturing all the rustic's joy. 
When boundless plenty greets his eye, 

And thinking soon. 

Oh, modest moon f 
How many k female eye will roam. 

Along the road, ^ 

T0 sfee the load. 
The last dear load- of harvest home. 

Storms and tempests, floods and rains» 

$ijsrn despoilers of the plains. 

Hence away, the season flee. 

Foes to light-heart jollity; 

May no winds careering high, 

Qrive the clouds along the sky ; 
But may all nature smile tvith aspect boon. 
When in the heavens thou shew'st thy face, oh Harvest 
Moon! 

'Neath yon lowly roof he lies. 
The husbandman, with slcep-seal'd eyes; 
He dreams of crowded bams, and round 
. The yard he heajs the flail resomd; 
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Oh! may no hurricane destroy 

His visionary views of joy; 
God of the winds! oh hear his humble pray'r. 
And whiKe the moon of harvest shines, thy blustVing 
whirlwind spare. 

Sons of luxury, to you, 

Leave I sleep's dull pow'r to woo; 

Press ye still the downy bed. 

While fev'rish dreams surround your head; 

I will seek the woodland glade. 

Penetrate the thickest shade. 

Wrapt in contemplation's dreams. 

Musing high on holy themes. 

While on the gale 

Shall softly sail. 
The nightingale's enchanting tune. 

And ofi; my eyes. 

Shall grateful rise. 
To thee the modest Harvest Mbon! 
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